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Geographical, Oh Obronological, Political, — Php deal Dore! 
Coppiries ; 1 from the Celebrated Work of the 


Ty DE, later Pubti 8 2 in F enoh at the Price 
of TEN DY ARE ; 


N. B. This = not only contains a Hiſtory of thefe 
Countries, and a Deſcription of the ſeveral Parts and Inbati- 
tants of them, as well as a View bay their Government, Reli- 
gion, Laws, Cuſtoms, Tra age, likewiſe a great many 
Tranſlations, and eurious Extra 85 of Chineſe Books, upon 
moſt of the Arty and Sciences, viz. Moral Philgſaphy, Phyfick, 
poetry thitar Muſick, . Among other Partienlars a com- 
pleat fe T'R AGEDY, and a Piece of their M UC 
OY Phew the whole are caſually inter de the Enter- 
taining —= and Adventures of ſeveral of the Jeſuit Miffio- 
— hers in thoſe Countries; The Avthor of this 
Noble an 4 Work ſpent Twenty Vears in compiling it, 
which was done chiefly from the Accounts fent him by de 
Mifionavies then in Ching. 

This Work is tranſlated by Gentlemen) of Learning and Cha- 
raQer, Names will appear in the Title. 
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The WORKS of PETRONIUS ARBITER, in 
Proſe and Verſe. Tranſlated from the Original Laie, by 


Mr. Addiſon. With the LIFE and CHA ACTER of 
PETRO N IU S, from the French of * leur St. Berna, 


2 gay PETRONI 8 co correck the Age, 
of old ta bis Satitioh Rage, 
F e . rd, be meant to ſacw 


on far & 
we read tho rant Tak, | 
And hath tbe Vice SIE 6 ” 


| Dramatis Perfone. 


fi I ; 
F 8 ** * 
M. E N. ” — © # » — WW * 8 * ' E. 
8 8 8 Fn. . Ss. * % 
1 5 4 3 A 3 


7 3 pay * 
Trapwit RS ys EN on Mr. Roberts." 
Fuſtian 1 Authors. OF 7 Mr. Lacy. 
Sneer- well, a Critick. | Mr Hachen 


Several Players, and prompter. 


PERSONS in in the COMEDY. 45 


Lord Place, : Me Chak, 0 
Colonel Promiſe 2 r. Freeman. 
Sir Henry F or- Chace, Candidates. Mr. Topham. - A 
Squire Tankard, I Mr. Smith," » 
Mayor, be Mr. Jones. 
Aldermen. | | 

Voters, c. | 
RS WW 0M EEK... | 
Mrs. Mayoreſs, Mrs. Egertos. 
Miß Mayoreſs, 8 | | Miſs J. Jones. 
Miſs Stitch, 5 Miss . ; 


Verve, Mob, Se. 11 
PERSONS ia the TRAGEDY: bag 


2. Common Senſe, | MIs. Egerton! 
£ Ignorance, | Mr. Strenſpam. 

FE, Prieſt of the Sun, | Mr. Roberts. | 

| 3 5 Mt. Tate. in 

a Puck, =O NM. 

Ghoſt of Tragedy, | Mr. Pallen.. 
Ghoſt f Comedy. Nr. Jener. 

- Third Ghoſt, i 
Harlequin, Mr. Pollen... 
7-. cOfticer, © Mr. Pullen. © 

Meſlenger, MI. Valli. 
Drummer, | Mr. Louder. 
Attendants on Ignorance. 5 e 
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SCEN E, The Play-Hit 
Deuter ſeveral Players. 


YL it PLAY ER. 

HEN does the Rehearſal begi 4 
1/2 24 Player. I ſuppoſe we ſhall hardly Ro- 
bearſe the Comedy this Morning; for the 
Author was Arreſted: as he was going 
home from King's: Coffee-houſe 3 ald as I 
* it was for upwards of Four Pound: I ſuppoſe 
he will hardly. get Bail: 

it Player. Where's the Tragedy-Author then? P 
have a long Part in both, and it's paſt Ten O'Clock. 

Wom. Player. Ay, I have a Part in both too 1 
wiſh any one elſe had them, for they are not ſever: 
Lengths put together. I think it is very hard a Wo- 


man, of my Standing, ſhould have a ſhort Part put 


upon her. I. — Mrs. Merit will have all our 

principal Parts now, but I'm reſolv d I Advertiſe a- 

gainſt her: I'll let the Town know how I am injured- 
iſt . Oh! here comes our Tragedy - Poet. 


B Enter 
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Fut. Gentlemen, your Servant; Ladies, yours, ] 
ſhould have been here ſooner, but have been obliged, 
at their own Requeſt, to wait upon ſome half-dozen 
Perſons of the firſt Quality with Tickets: Upon my 
Soul I have been chid for putting off my Play ſo 
long: I hope you are all quite Perfect; for the Town 
will poſitively ſtay for it no longer. I think I may 
very well put upon the Bills, At the Particular Defire 
of ſeveral Ladies of Duality, the firſt Night. 


Enter Prompter. 


Promp. Mr. Fuſtian, we muſt defer the Rehearſal of 
your Tragedy, for the Gentleman who Plays the 
firſt Ghoſt is not yet up; and when he is, he has got 
ſuch a Church- yard Cough, he will not be heard to 
ele of the Pit. 3 c 

iſt Player. I wiſh you could cut the Ghoſt out, Sir; 
for 1 am terribly afraid he'll be damn'd, if you don't, 

Fuſt. Cut him out, Sir? He is one of the moſt con- 
ſiderable Perſons in the Play. 1 8 

Promp. Then, Sir, you muſt give the Part to ſome 
body elle; for the Preſent is ſo Lame he can hardly 
walk the Stage. 1 A 
_ Fuſs. Then he ſhall be carried; for no Man in Ex- 
land can Act a Ghoſt like him: Sir, he was born a 
' Ghoſt: He was made for the Part, and the Part writ 

for him. | „ 

Promp. Well, Sir, then we hope you will give us 
leave to Rehearſe the Comedy firſt. e 

Fuſt. Ay, ay, you may Rehearſe it firſt, if you 
pleaſe, and Act it firſt roo: If it keeps mine back 


" 


above three Nights, I am miſtaken. I don't know 


bur if ever 


what Friends the Author may have 


ſuch Stuff, ſuch damn'd, incoherent, ſenſeleſs Stuff, 
| if the Audience 
ſuffer ir to goithro' Three Acts —— Oh! he's 


was ever brought on any Stage 
here. 


Enter 
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r , Emter)Trapwits :- 

Dear Mr. Trapwit/ your moſt humble Servant; 
Sir, I read your Comedy over laſt Night, and a moſt 
excellent one it is; if it runs as long as it deſerves, 
you will engroſs the whole Seaſon to your ſelf. 

Trap. Sir, I am glad it met with your Approbati- 
on, as there is no Man whoſe Taſte and Judgment I 
have a better Opinion of. Bur, pray, Sir, why don't 
they proceed to the Rehearſal of your Tragedy? I 
aſſure you, Sir, I had much difficulty to get hither 


— 


ſo early. 


2d Player. Ves, Faith, I believe you had. Aſids. 
Fuſt. Sir, Your Comedy is to be Rehears'd firſt. 
Trap. Excuſe me, Sir, I know the Deference due 


| to Tragedy better, 


Faſz. Sir, I would not have you think I give up 
the Cauſe of Tragedy; but my Ghoſt being Ill, Sir, 
cannot get up without Danger, and I would not 
Riſque the Life of my Ghoſt on any Account. c 

Trap. You are in the Right on't, Sir; for a Ghoſt 
is the Soul of Tragedy. | | 


Fuft. Ay, Sir, 1 think it is not amiſs to remind 


People of thoſe things which they are, now-a-days, 
too apt to disbelieve; beſides, we have lately had an 
AF againſt Witches, and I don't queſtion but ſhortly 
we ſhall have one againſt Ghoſts. But come, Mr. 
Trapwif, as we are for this once to give the Precedence 
to Comedy, e'en let us begin. TY 

Trap. Ay, ay, with all my Heart. Come, come, 
where's the Gentleman who ſpeaks the Prologue? 
This Prologue, Mr. Fuſtian, was given me by a Friend, 
who does not care to own it till he trys whether it 
lucceeds or no. | | pe” 


Enter Player for the Prologue. 


Come, Sir, make a very low Bow to the Audience; 
| 25 Kays as much Concern as poſſible in your 
0OXS, | om 7 7 
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As Crafty Lawyers, to acquire Applauſe, -Þþ 
Ty various Arts to get a doubtful Gauſez 


Or, as a Dancing Maſter in a. Jigg, 3 
 H/ith various Steps infirufts the dancing Prig z, 


7 


Or as a Doctor writes you different Bills 

Or as a Duack preſcribes you different Pillsz 

Or as a Fidler plays more Tunes than one * v4.3 

Or as a Baker bakes more Bread than brown _ 

Or as a Tumbler tumbles up and down, s 
o woes our Author, rumaging his Brain, 

y various Methods try to entertain; 

. Grings. a flrauge Groupe of Characters be{ore von 
Aud fpews you here at once both Whig and Tory; 
O, Court aud Country Party you may call em: 
But uit, Fear and Favour he will maul em 
70, goa, then, mighty Sages of the Pit. | 


Sap. Oh! Dear Sir, . ſcem a little more affected, 1 
beſeech you; advance to the Front of the Stage, make 
a low Bow, lay your Hand upon your Heart, fetch a 
deep Sigh, and pull out your Handkerchief. 


To you, then, mighty Sages of the Pit. 

Prol. To you, then, mighty Sages of the Pit, 
Our Author humbly does his Cauſe ſubmit. 
He trys to pleaſe —— Ob / take it not amiſs, 
And tho he ſhould be dull, Oh] do not Flifs, 
Laugh — if you can — if you cannot laugh — weep? | 
When you can wake no longer —— fall aſleep. 


Tap. Very well! Very well, Sir! You, have affeſt- 
ed me, I am ſure. . „ eb 

Fuß. And ſo he will the Audience, I'll anſwer for 
'em. | | i 

Trap. Oh, Sir, you're too good-natur'd —— but, 
Sir, 1 do aſſure you I had writ a much better Pro- 
logue of my own; but as this came Gratis, have re- 
ſerv'd it for my next Play; a Prologue ſaved, - 15% 
Prologue got, Brother Fuſtian. But come, where 


are 
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Trap 
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ee 
ue ps Actors? Is Mr. Mayor and the Aldermen at 
the Table? ep | . 
Promp. Yes, Sir, but they want Wine, and we can 
have none from the Quaker's Cellar without ready 
Money. i | 5 PET 

3 Rat him! can't he truft till the Third 
Night? — Here, take Six Pence, and fetch TWẽ o 
pots of Porter, put it into Bottles, and it will do for 
Wine well enough. wy Go 
Fuſt. Ay, Faith, and the Wine will be as good as 
the Wit, I'll anſwer for it. 5 [ A/ide. 
Trap. Mr. Fuſtian, you'll obſerve I do not begin 
this Play like moſt of our Modern Comedies, with 
bree or four Gentlemen who are brought on 
Wonly to talk Wit; for to tell you the truth, Sir, 

WI have very little, if any, Wit in this Play: No, Sir, 

this is a Play conſiſting of Humour, Nature, and 
Simplicity : It is written, Sir, in the exact and true 
dpirit of Moliere; and this I will fay for it, that ex- 
cept about a Dozen, or a Score, or ſo, there is not 
me impure Joke in it. But come, clear the Stage, 
nd draw the back Scene: Mr. Fuſtian, if you pleaſe 
o fit down by me. : | 

Mayor and Aldermen diſcover'd. 

Fuſt. Pray, Sir, who are theſe Characters? 7D 
Trap. Sir, they are Mr. Mayor of the Town and 
is Brethren, conſulting about the Election. 

Fuſt. Are they all of a fide, Sir? . 

Trap. Ves, Sir, as yet; for you muſt know, Sir, 
nat all the Men in this Borough are very ſenſible _ 
tcople, and have no Party Principles, for which 
hey cannot give a good Reaſon; Mr. Mayor, you be- 
zin the Play. 7 | - 

Mayor. Gentlemen, I have ſummon'd you together 
Þ conſider of proper Repreſentatives for this Bo- 
Pugh: You know the Candidates on the Court 
ide are my Lord Place, and Colonel Promiſes 
e Country Candidates are Sir Henry Fox-chaſe, and 

| B 3 : _ *Squire | 
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Squire Tankard; all worthy Gentlemen, and I with 
with all my Heart we could chuſe them all Four. 
1ſt Ald. But ſince we cannot, Mr. Mayor, I think 
we ſhould ſtand by our Neighbours; Gentlemen whoſe 
Honeſty we are Witneſſes of, and whoſe Eſtates in 
our own Neighbourhood render 'em not liable to be 
bribed. h | 55 
Fuſt. This Gentleman, Mr. Trapwit, does not 
wo ſo unbiaſs'd in his Principles, as you repreſented 
im. | He | 
Trap. Pugh, Sir, you muſt have one Fool in: 
Play; beſide I only writ him to ſet off the reſt. 
Mayor. Mr. Alderman, you have a narrow way of 
Thinking; Honeſty is not confined to a County; 1 


Man that lives a Hundred Miles off may be as Honeſt 


as him who lives but three. . 
. Ay, ay, ay, ay. [ Shaking their Head. 
Mayor. Beſides, Gentlemen, are we not more ob- 
liged to a Foreigner for the Favours he does us, than 
to one of our own Neighbours who has Obligations 
to us? I believe, Gentlemen, there is not one of yz 
who does not Eat and Drink with Sir Harry at leaſt 
twenty times in a Twelve-Month ; now, for my part, 


I never ſaw or heard of either my Lord or theſ Co- 


lonel *till within this Fortnight; and yet they are as 
obliging, and civil, and familiar, as if we had been 
born and bred together. 


4 


1 41d. Nay, they are very civil, well-bred Men, 


that is the Truth on't 3 but won't they bring a Stand- 
ing Army upon us? | 

Mayor. Mr. Alderman, you are deceived; the 
Country Party would bring a Standing Army upon 
us; whereas if we chuſe my Lord and the Colonel, 
we ſhan't have a Soldier in Town, But, Mum, here 
are my Lord and the Colonel, 


Enter Lord Place, and Colonel Promiſe. 


L. Place. Gentlemen, your moſt humble Servant; 


F 


with you. 


Mayor 


I have brought the Colonel to take a Morning's Whet 


n 
3 — 
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Mayor. Your Lordſhip and the Colonel do us great 
Honour; pray, my Lord, be pleas'd ro fit down; 
pray,Colonel, be pleas'd to fit. More Wine here. 

Fuft. 1 wiſh, Mr. Trapwit, your Actors don't get 
Prunk in the firſt lt. : 

Trap. Dear Sir, don't interrupt the Rehearſal. 

L. Place. Gentlemen, Proſperity to the Corporation. 

Fuſt. Sir, T am a Well-wiſher to the Corporation, 
and if you pleaſe will pledge his Lordſhip: Succeſs to 
your Comedy, Mr. Trapuis.  [ Dranks. 
Trap. Give me a Glaſs Sir, here's to your 

Tragedy —— Now pray no more Interruption ;z for 
this Scene is one continual Joke, and if you open your 
Lips in it, you will break the Thread of the Jeſt. 

Mayor. My Lord, we are ſenſible of your great 
Power to ſerve this Corporation; and we do not doubt 
but we ſhall feel the Effect on't. "+ 

L. Place. Gentlemen, you may depend on me; I 
ſhall do all in my Power. I ſhall do you ſome Ser- 

WH vices which are not proper at preſent to mention to 

WH you; in the mean time, Mr. Mayor, give me leave 

to ſqueeze you by the Hand, in aſſurance of my Sin- 

Ry. ee 

Trap. You, Mr. that Act my Lord, Bribe a little 
; W more openly if you pleaſe, or the Audience will loſe 
chat Joke, and it's one of the ſtrongeſt in my whole 
Play. | | e | 

a 5 Place, Sir, I cannot poſſibly do it better at the 

able. | | 

Trap. Then get all up, and come forward to the 

Front of the Stage. Now, you Gentlemen that Act 

1 the Mayor and Aldermen, range your felves in a 

Line; and you, my Lord, and the Colonel, come to 

e one End, and Bribe away with Right and Left. 

Fuſt. Is this Wit, Mr. Trapwit ? | 
Trap. Yes, Sir, it is Wit; and ſuch Wit as will 
run all over the Kingdom. " 

, Fuſt. But, methinks, Colonel Promiſe, as you call 

l Ros MOOR ill- named; for he is a Man of very few 

| ords. 


B 4 Trap. 
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. Trap. You'll be of another Opinion before the 
Play is over; at preſent his Hands are too full of By. 
_ fineſs; and you may remember, Sir, I before told 
you, this is none of your Plays, wherein much i; 
ſaid, and nothing done. Gentlemen, are you all 
—_—_ pal + 
Omn. Yes, Sir. „ 8 
Trap. Then my Lord and the Colonel, you muſt 
go off, and make room for the other Candidates to 
come on and Bribe too. N 5 
 +{TExeunt Lord Place and Colonel Promiſe, 


Fup. Is there nothing but Bribery in this Play of 


yours, Mr. Trapwit ? 175 F 

Trap. Sir, this Play is an exact Repreſentation of 
Nature; I hope the Audience will date the Time ot 
Action before the Bill of Bribery and Corruption took 
Place; and then I believe it may go down; but nov, 
Mr. Fuſtian, I ſhall ſhew you the Art of a Writer, 
which ie, to diverſific his Matter, and do the ſame 
thing ſeveral ways, You muſt know, Sir, I diſtin- 


guiſh Bribery into two Kinds; the direct, and the in- 


direct: the firſt you have ſeen already; and nom, Sit, 


I ſhall give you a ſmall Specimen of the other. Promp- 


ter, call Sir Harry and the Squire. But, Gentlemen, 
what are you doing? How often ſhall I tell you that 


the Moment the Candidates are gone out you are to 


retire to the Table, and drink and look wiſe; you, 
Mr. Mayor, ought to look very wiſe. 


_ Fuft. You'll rake care he ſhall talk fooliſh enough. l 
warrant you. 


may talk of the Pride of Courtiers, but I am ſure ! 


never had a civiller Squeeze by the Hand in my Life. 


Trap. Ay, you have ſqueez'd that out pretty well; 
but ſhew the Gold at thoſe Words, Sir, if you pleaſe. 
Mayor. Sir, IJ have none. b 


Counters againſt it is acted. 


Trap. Pray, Mr. Prompter, take care to get ſome 


1 


Fuß. 


| {7 LAſidt. 
Mayor. Come, here's a Round to my Lord, and the 
Colonel's Health; a Place, and a Promiſe, I ſay; they 


' 
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Fut. Ha, ha, ha! upon my Word the Courtiers | ||| 
; Rs their Part ; the Actor has out - done the Au- 
thor; this Bribing with an empty Hand is quite in 
the Character of a Courtier. „ 
Trap. Come, Enter Sir Harry, and the Squire; 
where are they? 1 „„ 
1ſt Player. Sir, Mr. Saund well has been regularly 
ſummoned, but he has refuſed to act the Part. 
Trap. Has he been writ toß "x 
. 11t Player. Yes, Sir, and here's his Anſwer. | 
| Trap. Let both the Letters be produced before the 
Audience. Pray, Mr. Prompter, who ſhall we have 
L oof OS 
1ſt Player. Sir, I lik'd the Part fo well, that I have. 
ſtudied it in hope of ſome time playing it. 
Trap. You are an exceeding pretty young Fellow, 
and I am very glad of the Exchange. 47550 
Sir Har. Haloo, hark, forwards; hark, honeſt Ned, | 
78 Morrow to you; how doſt, Maſter Mayor ? 
hat, you are driving it about merrily, this Morn- 
ing? Come, come, fit down; the Squire and I will 
take a Pot with you. Come, Mr. Mayor, here's Li- 


[4 


berty and Property, and no Exciſe. | 
Mayor. Sir Harry, your Health. 5 
Sir Har. What, wont you Pledge me? Wont you 
drink, no Exciſe? * "> 
Mayor. I don't love Party Healths, Sir Harry. 
All Ald. No, no, no Party Healths, no Party 
Healths. 5 8 1h 
Sir Har. Say ye ſo, Gentlemen? I begin to ſmoke 
you; your Pulſes have been felt, I perceive: And will 
you be Bribed to fell your Country? Where do you 
think theſe Courtiers get the Money they Bribe rea | 
with, but from you your ſelves? Do you think a 
| Man, who will give a Bribe, won't take one? If you 
would be ſerved faithfully, you muſt chuſe faithfully; 
and give your Vote bn no Conſideration but Merit; 
for my part, [would as ſoon ſuborn an Evidence at 
an Aſſize, as a Vote at an Election. 
Mayor. I do believe you, Sir Harry. 


Sir Har. 


W a r 
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Sir Hay. Mr. Mayor, T hope you receiv'd thoſe three 
Bucks I ſent you, and that they were gooc. 
Mayor. Sir Harry, I thank you for them; bur tis 
ſo long ſince I eat em, that I forgot the Tafte, 
Sir Har. We'll try to revive it, I'll order 
three more to-morrow Morning. : ” 
Mayor. You will ſurfeit us with Veniſon, You will 
| _— for it is a dry Meat, Sir Harry, a very dry 
Meat. 


N 


you 


Sir Hay. We'll find a way to moiſten it, I'll warrant 


you, if there be any Wine in Town: Mr. Alderman 
Stitch, your Bill is too reaſonable, you certainly muſt 


loſe by it: Send me in half a Dozen more Great- Coats, 


pray; my Servants are the dirtieſt Dogs! Mr. Da- 


mask, I believe you are afraid to truſt me, by thoſe 


few Yards of Silk you ſent my Wife ſhe likes 


the Pattern ſo extremely, ſhe is reſolv'd to hang her 


Rooms with it—pray let me have a hundred Yards of 


it ; I ſhall want more of you—— Mr. Timber — and you. 


Mr. Iron, I ſhall get into your Books too 


Fuff, Would not that getting into Books have been 


more in the Character of the Courtier, Mr. Trapwit ® 
Trap. Go on, go on, Sir. e 
Sir Har. That Gentleman interrupts one ſo 
Oh, now I remember Mr. Timber, and you, 
Mr. Iron, I ſhall get into your Books too; tho' if 
J do, I aſſure you I won't continue in them long. 
Trap. Now, Sir, would it have been more in the 
Character of a Courtier ? But you are like all our 
modern Criticks, who damn a Man before they have 
heard a Man out; when if they would but ſtay till 
the Joke came | | 
Fuſt. They would ſtay to hear your laſt Words, 
] believe. [ Afide, 


Sir Har. For you muſt know, Gentlemen, that I in- 


tend to pull down my old Houſe, and build a new one. 
Trap. Pray, Gentlemen, obſerve all to ſtart at the 
Word Houſe. Sir Harry, that laſt Speech again, pray. 


*". 


| Sir Har. For you, Ge. — Mr. Mayor, J mult. 


kave all my Bricks of you. 
. | | Mayor. 
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Mayor. And do you intend to rebuild your Houſe, 
HG. Rs oo | „ 

Sis Boe. N - . 1 
Mayor. Gentlemen, methinks, Sir Harry's Toaſt 
ſtands ſtill; will no Body drink Liberty and Proper- 
ty, and no Exciſe? [ They all drink and huxza. 

Sir Har. Give me thy Hand, Mayor; I hate Bri- 
bery and Corruption: if this Corporation will not 
ſuffer it ſelf to be bribed, there ſhall not be a poor 
Me. „„ 

Mayor. And he that will deſerves to be poor; 
for my part, the World ſhould not bribe me to vote 


againſt my Conſcience. — 
Trap. Do you take that Joke, Sir? 
Fuſt. No faith, Sir. 


Trap. Why, how can a Man vote againſt his Con- 
ſcience, who has no Conſcience at all? EY 
1ſt Ald. Come, Gentlemen, here's a Fox-Chace, and 
1 r 
Omnes. A Fox- Chace, and a Tankard] Huzza! 

Sir Har. Come, let's have one Turn in the Mar- 
ket-Place, and then we'll to Dinner. . 

Mayor. Let's fill the Air with our repeated Cries 
Of Liberty and Property, and no Exciſe. 3 

8 | [ Exeunt May. and Ald, 

Trap. How do you like that Coupler, Sir? 

Fuft. Oh! very fine, Sir! | 

Trap. This is the End of the farſt Act, Sir. 

Fuſt. I cannot but obſerve, Mr. Trapwit, how 
nicely you have oppos'd *Squire Tankard to Colonel 
brow neither of whom have yet utter'd one Syl- 
able... 

Trap. Why, you would not have every Man a 
Speaker, would you? One of a Side is ſufficient ; 
and let me tell yon, Sir, one is full enough to ut- 
ter all that the Party have to ſay for it felt. 
Fuſt. Methinks, Sir, you ſhould let the Audience 


_— they can ſpeak, if it were but an Ay, or a 
. | | | 


Trap, 


4 | h | 
3 PASQU IN. 
Tag. Sir, the Audience muſt know that already; 
for if they could not ſay 4y and No, they would not 
be qualified for Candidates. r 
. Fuft. Oh! your humble Servant, I'm anſwer'd J 
But pray, Sir, what is the Action of this Play ? 
Tra Ehe —_—_ XX rr 
Fo. Yes, Sir, the Fable, the Deſign? _ 
Yap. Qh! you ask who is to be married! Why, 
Sir, 1 have a Marriage; I hope you think I under- 
Rand the Laws of Comedy, better than to write 
without marrying ſomebody. _ BITS 
Fut. Bur is that the main Deſign to which every 
thing conduces? | Dn E 
rap. Yes, Sir. | TS, 
Fuft. Faith, Sir, I can't for the Soul of me ſee, 
how what has hitherto paſt can conduce at all to 
that End. ; 1 SR Ty 15 
Trap. You can't; indeed, I believe you can't; for 
that is the whole Plot of my Play: And do you think 
I am like your ſhallow Writers of Comedy, who 
publiſh the Banns of Marriage between all the Cou- 
ples in their Play, in the firſt Act? No, Sir, I defy 
you to gueſs my Couple 'till the thing is done, flap 
all at once; and that too by an Incident ariſing from 
the main Bufineſs of the Play, and to which every 
thing conduces. 

Fuſt. That will, indeed, ſurpriſe me. 
Tyap. Sir, you are not the firſt Man my Writings 
' have ſurpriſed But what's become of all our 

Players? Here, who begins the ſecond Act? Promp- 
| tet; | | 
Enter 1ft Player. 

rit Player. Sir, the Prompter, and moſt of the 
Players, are drinking Tea in the & ten- Room. 

Trap. Mr. Fuſtian, ſhall we go drink a Diſh. of 
Tea with them? Come, Sir, as you have a Part in 
my Play, you ſhall drink a Diſh with us. 
ift Player. Sir, I dare not go into the Green- Room 
N my 


PASQUIN my 


my: Salary is not high enough: I ſhall be forſeired if 5 


I go in 7 LE : 

Trap. Pſhaw, come along; your Siſter has Merit 
enough for her ſelf, and 188 5 3 if they forfeit You, 
Fll Warrant ſhe*l take! it off again. 
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ACT IL SCENE k | 


Enter Trapwins F uſtian, Prompter, Led Phe 
Mrs. ee and Ns, | 


15 1 am afraid, Mr. Fuftian; you 16 kirherro. 
ſuſpected that I was a Dapler in low, Come- 


Now, Sir, you ſhall ſee, ſome Scenes of Polite - 


| 10 = fine Conyerſation amongſt the Ladies. Come, 
my Lord, come, begin. 88 

L. Place. Pray, Mrs. Mayoreſr,, what do you think 
this, Lace coſt a Yard? 


Fuft. A very pretty Beginning of a polite Conver- | 


rerſation truly. 

Trap. Sir, in this Play 1 keep exactly up, to Na- 
ture: Nor is there any thing ſaid in this Scene, that 
[ have 1 not heard come out of the Mouths of the fi- 
neſt People of the Age. Sir, this Scene has coſt me 
Ten Shillings in Chair-hire, to keep the beſt Cong 
ny, as it is Lal d. 

Mrs. May. Indeed, my Lord T cannot gueſs it at 
les than Ten Pounds a Yard, 


L. Place. Pray, Madam, was you at the, af Ai. 


dottoꝰ? N 

Fuft. Ridotto ! the Devil! A. Country Maorel, at 
2 Ridotto / Sure chat i is out of Character, Mr. Trag- 
t. 


ET rap. 
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Trap. Sir, a Converſation of this Nature cannot 


be carried on without theſe Helps; beſides, Sir, this 


Country Mayoreſs, as. you call her, may be allow'd 

to know ſomething of the Town; for you muſt knoy, 

Sir, that ſhe has been Woman to a Woman of 

Quality. „„ ; 
Fuſt. J am glad to hear that. 

Mrs. May. Oh, my Lord! mention not thoſe dear 
Ridotto's to me, who have been confined theſe 
twelve long Months in the Country; where we haye 
had no Entertainment, but a Set of hideous, ſtroling 
Players; nor have I ſeen any one human Creature, till 
your Lordſhip came to Town; Heaven ſend us 2 


| controverted Election, then I ſhall go to that dear 


delightful Place once more. 3 
Miß. Yes, Mama, and then we ſhall ſee Faribelh, 
the ſtrange Man- Woman that they ſay is with child; 
and the fine Pictures of Merlin's Cave at the Play- 
Howes z and the, Rope-Dancing, | and the Tum» 
ling. 9 12 1 „„ | Et; 
Faß. By Miſs's Taſte I believe ſhe has been bred 
up under a Woman of Quality too. 
L. Place. I cannot but with Pleaſure obſerve, Ma- 
dam, the polite Taſte Miſs ſhews in her Choice of 
Entertainments; I dare ſwear ſhe will be much ad- 
mired in the Beau Monde, and I dont queſtion but 
will be ſoon taken into Keeping by ſome. Man of 
Quality. „ 1 © 
Miſs. Keeping, my Lord! | 
L. Place. Ay, that Surprize looks well enough in 


one ſo young, that does not know the World; but, 


Miſs, every one now keeps, and is kept: 'There are 
no ſuch Things as Marriages now-a-days, unleſs meer- 
ly Smithfield Contracts, and that for the Support of 


Families; but then the Husband and Wife both take 


into Keeping within a Fortnighr. - 


Mrs. May. My Lord, I would have my Girl act 


[1 


like other young Ladies; but ſhe does not know any 


Men of Quality, who ſhall introduce her to em? 
L. Place. 


* 
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IL. Place. That, Madam, muſt be your Part; you bill 
muſt take a Houſe, and ſee Company; in a little white 

ou may keep an Aſſembly, and play at Cards as 

Loh as you can; and almoſt all. the Money that is 
won, muſt be put into the Box, which you muſt 

call, Paying for the Cards; tho' it is indeed paying 

for your Candles, your Cloaths, your Lodging, and 

in ſhort every thing you have: I know ſome Perſons 

who make a very conſiderable Figure in Town, whoſe. 
whole Eſtate lies in their Card-Box. „ 
Mrs. May. And have I been fo long contented to 

be the Wife of a poor Country Tradeſman, when I 

might have had all this Happineſs? _. '- 

Fuft. How comes this Lady, Mr. Trapwit, conſi- 
dering her Education, to be ſo ignorant of all theſe 
things? 4 

4 Gad that's true; I had forgot her Educati- 
on, faith, when I writ that Speech; it's a Fault 1 
ſometimes fall into a Man ought to have the 
Memory of a Devil to remember every little thing; 
but come, go on, go on——— [Il alter it by and 


* or 
BY — — 


8 2 Place. Indeed, Madam, it is a miſerable State of 
Life; I hope we ſhall have no ſuch People as Tradeſ- 
N 3 I can't ſee any uſe they are of; if I am 
choſe, I'll bring in a Bill to extirpate all Trade out of 
the Nation. x „ | 

Mrs. May. Yes, my Lord,that would do very well 
amongſt People of Quality, who don't want Money. 

Fuſt. Again! Sure Mrs. Mayoreſs knows very little 
of People of Quality, conſidering ſhe has lived a- 

Trap. Lord, Sir, you are ſo troubleſome—— then 
ſhe has not lived amongſt People of Quality, ſhe has 
lived where I pleaſe; but ſuppoſe we ſhould ſuppoſe 
ſhe had been Woman to a Lady of Quality, may we 
not alſo ſuppoſe ſhe was turn'd away in à Fortnight, 
and then what could the know, Sir? —— Go on, 
80 on. 0 | a ö 8 
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L. Place. A-lack- a- day, Madam, MING 1 ks 
Trade, PF only mention low, dull, mechanick Trade, 
fuck as the Canaille pracliſe; there are ſeveral Trade 
reputable enough, which People of Fathion may pra. 
Eaſe ; fuch are Gaming, Intriguing, Voting, and run. 
ning in Debt. 

Come, enter a Servant, and whiſper , 
Lord C Borer a Servant. ] Pray, Sir, mind your Cue 
of Entrance. [e Exit Servant, 

L. Place. Ladies, a phat Affair obliges me to 
loſe ſo good Rainy -F am your mott obedient 
Servant. LE. 

Mrs. May. He is a een fine Gentleman. N 

M. But muſt I go into Keeping, Mama? 
54 Muy. Child, you muſt do whar's in Ho 
_. 

. But I have heard that's à naug dung 
Mrs. May. That can't be; if your Herters do 5 
People are puniſh'd for doing A things 


* 


People of Quality, are never puniſh therefore 695 N 
never do- any naughty things. Sig 
"= W 4 An admirablc Syllogiſm, and, quite in Chix if 
BA. =. M. 

( Pap. Pſhaw, dear Sir, don't trouble me with ci | 

| raſter; it's 2 good ching; and if it's 2 peg: yo 


_ what Hpnifies who. 15 it? DR, enter t 
Mayor Grupk. 


7 . 
| May. 3 and arts 1 no Exeiſe, Wiſe 
1 Mis: May. Ah! Proper an come not near me. 


© || * But I will tho“; I am for Liberty. and Fro 
7 Tl vote for no Courtiers, W ife. ” 
i 9 gy 68 May. Indeed but you ſhall; Sir. 
Miſt. E Hope you won't vote for a naſty ſti king 
Tory, Papa: 

| Ar. What Por are you for the Courtiers 
too: — 5 x 
Miſs. Yes, I hope I am a Friend ro my Country y F Cc 
1 am not for bringing 1 in the Pope. ff 

e 


. * n Ne ' . 
= Mayor. No, nor I an't for a Standing Army. 
Mrs. May. But I am for a Standing Army, Sir; 
ie z Standing Army is a good thing : you pretend to be 
a. afraid of your Liberties and. your Properties——Y ou 
are afraid of your Wives and Daughters: I love to 
eee Soldiers in the Town; and you may ſay whar 
07 Wl you will, I know the Town loſes nothing by em. 

de Mayor. The Women don't, I believe. 

Wl, Mrs. May. And I'll have you know, the Women's 
W Wants ſhall be conſider'd, as well as yours. I think 
ny Lord and the Colonel do you roo much Honour, 
„. in offering to repreſent ſuch a Set of clowniſh, dirty, 
beggarly Animals. Ah! I wiſh we Women 
f were to chuſe. N El | 
* Mayor. Ay, we ſhould have a fine Set of Mem- 
bers then, indeed. 5 1 
oh Mrs. May. Yes, Sir, you would have none but 
ti pretty Gentlemen there ſhould not be one Man 
m in the Houſe of Commons without a lac'd Coat. 
J M5, O Law! what a delicate, fine, charming 
4 Sight that would be! Well, I likea lac'd Coat; and 
fever am taken into Keeping, it ſhall be by a 
MU an in a lac'd Coat. 


2 Mayor. What's that you ſay, Minx? what's that 
i you ſay? ? Wo, | 155 
K Mrs. May. What's that to you, Sir! 
| Mayor. Why Madam, muſt not I ſpeak to my on 
Daughter? „ gh 
Mrs. May. You have the greater Obligation to me, 
e, Sir, if ſhe is; J am ſure, if I had thought you would 
„ © fave endeavour'd to ruin your Family, I would have 
feen you hang'd before you ſhould have had any by me. 
Q Mayor. I ruin my Family! 3 
Mrs. May. Yes, I have been making your Fortune 
for you with my Lord; I have got a Place for vou, 
but · you won't accept on't. 5 | 
Miſs. You ſhall accept on't. 3 
I.. Mrs. May. You ſhall vote for my Lord and the 
Colonel | J ria Lon nn 115 
'T 4. They are the nel Men 


® 
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Mrs. May. The prettieſt Men 5 . 
Mifs. The ſweeteſt Men . 
Mrs. May. And yon ſhall vote for them. 


Mayor. I won't be brib'd 
FE Mrs. May. A Place is no Bribe——— ask the Par. 
/ -fo 
{ 


n of the Pariſh if a Place is a Bribe. 
Mayor. What is the Place? 

, Mrs. May. 1 don't know what the Place is; nor 
my Lord does not know what it is; but it is a greu 
ſwinging Place. F109 

Mayor. I will have the Place firſt, I won't take x 
Bribe, I will have the Place firſt; Liberty and Pro- 
perty !/—— I'll have the Place firſt. I Es. 

Mrs. May. Come, my Dear, follow me; I'll ſee whe. 
ther he ſhall vote according to his Conſcience, or mine. 

Fll teach Mankind, while Policy they boaſt, 

They bear the Name of Power, we rule the Roaf, 

Trap. There ends Act the Second. JExeant Mayor 
and Miſs.] Mr. Fuſtian, J inculcate a particular Mo- 
ral at the End of every Act; and therefore might 
have put a particular Motto before every one, as the iſ 
Author of Cæſar in Agypt has done; thus, Sir, my firſ 
Act ſweetly ſings, Bribe all, Bribe all; and the ſecond 
gives you to underſtand that we are all under Petti- 
coat Government; and my third will-— bur you 
ſhall ſee Enter my Lord Place, Colonel Promiſe, 
and ſeveral Voters. My Lord, you begin the third A. 


| Y Enter Lord Place, Colonel Promiſe, and ſeveral 
| Voters. 


L. Place. Gentlemen, be aſſured, J will rake care 
of you all; you ſhall all be provided for as faſt 2 
Fx poſſible; rhe Cuſtoms and the Exciſe afford a great 
'F Number of Places. 1 | 

1{t Vot. Could not your Lordſhip provide for me 
at Court ? | 


L. Place. Nothing eaſier, what ſort of a Place would 
r 


Ht Vot. Is not there a ſort of Employment, Sit, 
call'd— Bect-Eating? If your Lordſhip pleaſe to make 
5 me 


e e 2 
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me a Beef. Eater, I would have a Place fitted for my 
Capacity. 

Place. Sir, I will be ſure to remember you. 

40 Yot. My Lord, I ſhould like a Place at Court 
too; I don't much care what it is, provided I wear 
fine Cloaths, and have ſomething to do in the Kitchen, 
or the Cellar; I own 1 ſhould like the Cellar, for I 
am a deviliſh Lover of Sack. 

L. Place. Sack, ſay you? Odſo, you ſhall be Poet- 
„Bie, 
zd Vor. Poet! no, my Lord, I am no Poet, I can? 5 
make Verſes. 

L. Place. No Matter for chat, you'll be able 
to make Odes. 

2d Vot. Odes, my Lord! what are thoſe? 

L. Place. Faith; Sir, I can't tell well what they 
arc; but I know you may be ne for the Place 
without being a Poet. 

Trap. Now, my Lord, do you file off, and talk a- 
part with your People; and ler the Colonel ad- 
vance. 

Fuſt. Ay, faith, I think it is high Time for the 
Colonel to be heard. 

Col. Depend upon it, Sir; I'll ſerve you. 

Faſt. Upon my Word the Colonel begins very | 
well; but has not that been ſaid already? 

Trap. Ay, and if I was to bring a hundred Cour- 
tiers into my Play, they fhould all fay it: -None 
of them do it. 

zd Fot. An't pleaſe your Honour; 1 * read in 
2 Book call'd TFog's Journal, that your Honour's 
Men are to be made of Wax; now, Sir, I have 
ſerved my Time to a Wax-Work- Maker, and defire 
to make your Honour's Regiment. 

Col. Sir, you may de end on me. 

3d Yor. Are your Officers to be made of Wax too, 
Sir? becauſe I would prepare a finer Sort for them. 

Col. No, none bur the Chaplain. 

zd Fot. Oh! I have a moſt delicate Piece of black 
Wax for him. 

Cx: Trap. 
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Trap. You ſee, Sir, the Colonel can ſpeak when 
military Affairs are on the Carpet; hitherto, Mr. Fu. 
ſtian, the Play has gone on in great Tranquillity; now 
you ſhall ſee a Scene of a more turbulent Nature. 
Come, enter the Mob of both Sides, and cudpel one 


another off the Stage. Colonel, as your Buſineſs is 


not to fight at preſent, I beg you would go off be. 


fore the Battle comes on; you, and your Brother 


Candidate, come into the middle of the Stage; you 


Voters range your ſelves under your ſeveral Leaders. 


[the Mob attempt to break in.] Pray, Gentlemen, keep 
back; mind the Colonel's going off . is the Cue 
for the Battle to enter. Now, my Lord and the 
Colonel, you are at the Head of your Parties 
but hold, hold, hold, you Beef-Eater, go you be- 
hind my Lord, if you pleaſe ; and you, Soldier-Ma- 
ker, come you behind the Colonel : Now Gentlemen 
ſpeak. ZE 

L. Place. 3 | 

Col. Pro. Gentlemen, we'll ſerve you. 


[ My Lord and the Colonel file off at different i Doors, 
the Parties following. 


Enter Mob on each Side of the Stage, crying out promiſe 


cuouſly, Down with the Rump no Courtiers ! no Ja- 
cobites / down with the Pope! no Exciſe! a Place 
aud a Promiſe! a Fox-Chace and a Tankard! 4t 
| laſs they fall together by the Ears, and cudgel one and- 
ther off the Stage.- gs | 


Enter Sir Harry Squire, and Mayor. 


' 


Sir Har. Bravely done, my Boys, bravely done; 
faith our Party has got the Day. LE 

Mayor. Ay, Sir Harry, at dry Blows we always 
come off weil; if we could but disband the Army, 
I warrant we carried all our Points. But faith, 
Sir, I have fought{a hard Battle on your Ac- 
count; the other Side have ſecured my Wife; my 
Lord has promis'd her a Place, but I am not oy 
| pot 


A UN 


zulbd in that Manner I may be taken, like the Fiſh in 
the Water, by a Bait; but not, like the Dog in the 
Water, by a Shadow. ' | 

Sir Har. I know you are an honeſt Man, and love 
your Country. | 

Mayor. Faith that I "ey Sir 1 as well as any 0 
Man; if my Country will but let me live by It, that's 
all I defire. | 

Fuft. Mr. Mayor ſeems to have got himſelf ſober 
yery ſuddenly. 

Trap. Yes, ſo would you too, 1 believe, if you had 
been ſcolded at by your Wife as long as he has; 
but if you think that is not reaſon enough, he may 
be Find. ſtill, for any reaſon I ſee to the contrary : 
"_ Sir, act this Scene as if you was drunk. | 

Fust. Nay, I muſt confeſs, I think it quite out of 
Character for the Mayor to be once ſober during the 
whole Election. 

Sguire. Drunk. ] A Man that won t get drunk for 
his Country is a Raſcal. 

Mayor. So he is, noble Squire; there is no Honeſty 
in a Man that won't be drunk——a Man that won't 
drink is an Enemy to the Trade of the Nation. 

Sir Har. Thoſe were glorious Days, when honeſt 
Engliſh Hoſpitality flouriſh'd ; when a Country Gen- 


e WH tleman could afford to make his Neighbours drunk, 
, before your damn'd French Faſhions were brought over; 
: why, Mr. Mayor, would you think it? thereare many 


of theſe Courtiers who have {ix ſtarved Footmen be- 
hind a Coach, and not half a Hogſhead of Wine in 
their Houſe 3 why, how do you think all the Money 


is ſpent ? ; 
Mayor. Faith I can't tell. 

; Sir Hay. Why, in Houſes, Pictures, Lace, Embed 
dery, Nick-nacks, Italian Singers and French Tum- 
| blers; and thoſe who vote for them, will never get a 
Dinner of them after the Election is over. 

Mayor. But there is a Thought comes often int» 
my Head, which is this; if theſs Courtiers be rurn'd 


| out, who "ſhall ſucceed them? 
C 3 Sir Har, 
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Sir Har. Who? why we! 
Squire. Ay, we! 1 
Sir Har. And then we may provide for our Friends; 

I love my Country, but I don't know why I may not 

get ſomething by it as well as another; at leaſt to 

re- imburſe me.- And I do aſſure you, tho' I have 
not bribed a fingle Vote, my Election will ſtand me 
in a good Five 'Chouſand Pounds. ; 

Squire. Ay, and fo will mine me, n ever 
we ſhould get uppermoſt, Sir Harry, J inſiſt upon 


immediately paying off the Debts of the Nation. 


Sir Har. Mr. Tankard, that ſhall be dons as al 
convenient ſpeed. 


Squire. I'll have no delay in it, Sir. 110 

May. There ſpoke the Spirit of a true Ca: 
Ah! I love to hear the Squire ſpeak, he will be a 
great Honour to his Country in foreign Parts. 

Sir Har. Our Friends ſtay for us at the Taverns 
we'll go and talk more over a Battle, | 
Squire. With all my Heart; but 1 will pay off the 
Debts of the Nation. 

May. Come to the Tavern then; 

There while brisk Wine improves our Converſation, 

We at our pleaſure will reform the Nation. 

Trap. There ends Act the Third. | 

[l Exeunt Sir Harry, Squire, and Mayne. 

Fuſs. Pray, Sir, what's the Moral of this Act? | 

Trap. And you really don't know ? 

Fuſt. No, really. 

Trap. T hen I really will not tell you z but come, 
Sir, fince you cannot find that out, I'll try whether 
you can find our the Plot; for now it is juſt going to 
begin to open, it will require a very cloſe Attention, 
Laſſure you; and the Devil take me if 1 give you any 
Aſſiſtance. 


Vuſt. 1s not the fourth Act a little too late to open 
the Plot, Mr. Trapwit ? 


Trap. Sir, 'tis an Error on the right Side; I have 
known a Plot open ir"the rſt Act, and the n 


and 


and the Poet too, forget it before the third was over; 
th now, Sir, I am not willing to burden either the Au- 
s dience's Memory, or my own; for they may forget I 
ot all that has hitherto paſt, and know full as much of It 
to the Plot as if they remember'd it. — 
g Promp. Call Mr. Mayor, Mrs. Mayoreſs, and Miſs. 

; Enter Mr. Mayor, Mrs. Mayoreſs, and Miſs. 
- Mrs. May. Oh have I found you at laſt, Sir? I have 
n been hunting for you this Hour. 
Mayor. Faith, my Dear, I wiſh you had found me 

U ſooner; I have been drinking to the good old Cauſe if 
with Sir Harry and the Squire; you would have been Il | 

| heartily welcome to all the Company. 1 nl | 
N Mrs. May. Sir, I ſhall keep no ſuch Company; 1 
a MW fhall converſe with no Clowns, or Country Squires. 
_ Miſs. My Mama will converſe with no Jacobites. 1 
. May. But, my Dear, I have ſome News for you; 
lj have got a Place for my ſelf now. | 1 
; Mrs. May. Oh, ho! then you will Vote for my || 


Lord at laſt? 5 
1 No, my Dear, Sir Harry is to give me a 
þ AC e. f | 
Mrs. May. A Place in his Dog-kennel ? W | 
May. No, tis ſuch a one as you never could have 
got me from my Lord, I am to be made an Embal- 
{ador, | 
Mrs. May. What, is Sir Harry going to change 
Sides then, that he is to have all this Intereſt ? f 
May. No, but the Sides are going to be changeds || 
and Sir Harry is to be- don't know what to call bf 
him, not I, — ſome very great Man; and as ſoon 
as he is a very great Man, I am to be made an Em- 
baſſador of. | | | N 
Mrs: May. Made an Aſs of! Will you never learn 
of me, that a Bird in the Hand is worth two in the 
Buſh ? | | 
May. Yes, but I can't find that you had the Bird 
in Hand; if that had been the Cale, I don't know 
Ga What 
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what I might have done; but I am ſure any Man's 
Promiſe is as good as a Courtier's. | 
Mrs. May. Look'e, Mr. Embaſſador, that is to be; 
will you Vote as I would have you, or no? I am 
weary of Arguing with a Fool any longer; ſo, Sir, 1 
tell you you mult Vote for my Lord and the Colo. 


nel, or I'll make the Houſe too hot to hold you; II 


ſee whether my poor CURLY is to be ruin'd becauſe 
you have Whims. 

Miſs. I know he 1s a Jacobite | in his Heart. 

Mrs. May. What ſignifies what he is in his Heart; 
have not a Hundred, whom every Body knows to be 
as great Jacobites as he, acted like very good Whigs? 


What has a Man's Heart to do with his Lips? 1. 
don't trouble my Head with what he thinks, I on· 


ly deſire him to Vote. | 
Miſs. I am ſure Mama is a very reaſonable Wo- 


man. 


Mrs. May. Ves, I am too N a Woman, and 


have uſed gentle Methods too long; but I'll try others. 


- 
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| Goes to @ Corner of the Stage, and takes a Stick, 

May. Nay then, Liberty and OP, and no Ex- 
ciſe! { Runs off. 

Mrs. May. T'll Exciſe you, you Villains. 

Runs after bim. 

Mis. Hey ho! I wiſh ſomebody were here now; 
would the Man that I love beſt in the World were 
here, that I might uſe him like a Dog. 

Fuſt. Is not that a very odd Wiſh, Mr. Trapwit? 

Trap. No, Sir; don't all the young Ladies in Plays 
uſe all r Lovers ſo? Should we not loſe half the 
beſt Scenes in our Comedies elſe? 

Promp. Pray, Gentlemen, don't diſturb the Rehear- 
ſal fo; Where is this Servant? Euter Servant. 1 Why 
don't you mind your Cue? 

Serv. O, ay, Dog's my Cue. Madam here's 
Miſs Stitch, the Taylor's Daughter, come to wait on 


5 ou. 


Miſs. Shew her in. What can the impertinent 


2 Flirt want with me? $he knows [ hate her too, for 


being 
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ber as I can. 
Enter Mifs Stitch. 
Dear Miss! your Servant; 5 this is an unexpected Fa- 


your. 


Miſs Stitch. T am ſure, Mente you have no Rea- 


ſon to ſay ſo; for tho? we are of different Parties. I have 


always coveted your Acquaintance. I can't ſee why Peo- 
ple may not keep their ha a2: to themſelves. 


Miſs. Pray, Miſs,fit down. Well, have you any News 
in Town? 

Miſs Stitch. I don't know,my Thi for I have not 
been out theſe three Days; and I have been imploy'd 
all that time in reading one of the Craftsmen; tis a 
very pretty one; I have almoſt got it by Heart. 

Mi. | Aſide.] Saucy Flirt! ſhe might have ſpared 
that to me, when ſhe knows that I hate the Paper. 


Miſs Stitch. But I ask your Pardon, my Dear, 1 


know you never read it. 


Miſs. No, Madam, I have enough to do to read 


the Daily Gazetteer. My Father has fix of 'em ſent 
him every Week, for nothing ; they are very: pretty 
Papers, and I wiſh you would read them, Mis. 
_ Miſs Stitch. Tie upon you; how can 18 read what's 
writ by an Old Woman ? 

Miſs. An Old Woman, Mis? 

Mis Stitch. Yes, Miſs; by Mrs. Osborne —— Nay 
it is in vain to deny it to me. 

Mifs. T deſire, Madam, we may diſcourſe no longer 


on this Subject; for we ſhall never agree on it. 


Miſs Stitch. Well then, pray let me ask you ſeriouſly 
——are you thoroughly ſatisfied with this Peace? 

Miſs. Yes, Madam, and think you ought to be lo 
too. 


Miſs Stitch. I ſhould like it well enough, if I were 


ſure the Queen of Spain was to be truſted. 
Miſs. | Rifing.] Pray, Miſs, none of your Infinua- * 
tions againſt the Qucen of Spain. 


Miſs Stitch. Don” t beina * Mal 
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being of the other Party ; 3 however, I'll be as civil to 
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Miſs Yes, Madam, but I will be 1 in a Paſſion, when 
the Intereſt of my Country is at Stake. 1 

Miſs Stitch. [ Riſing.] Perhaps, Madam, I have 2 
Heart as warm in the Intereſt of my Country as. yoy 
can have; tho' I pay Money for the Papers I read, 
Madam, and that's more than you can fay. | 

Miſs. Miſs, Miſs, my Papers are paid for too by 
ſomebody, vho' I don't pay for them; I don't ſup- 


poſe the Old Woman, as you call her, ſends em 1508 5 


at her own Expence; but I'd have you to know, Mi 
I value my Money as little as you in my Country 


Cauſe; and rather than have no Army, I would pa 
with every Farthing of theſe Sixteen Shillings to Wan. 


tain it. 


M.iſs Stitch. And if my Sweet-heart was to Votefor 
the Colonel, tho' I like this Fan of all the Fans I ever 


ſaw in my Life, I would tear it all to Pieces, beeauſe 

it was his /alentine's Gift to me. Oh! Heavens! 

I have torn my Fan; I would net have torn my Fan 

for the World! Oh! my poor dear Fan! ——I wiſh 

all Parties were at the Devil, for I am ſurel ſhall-ne- 
yer get a Fan by them. 


As. Notwithſtanding all you have ſaid, Ma 40 


I ſhould be a Brute not to pity you ander this Car 
lamity ; comfort your ſelf, Child, I have a Fan the 


exact Fellow ro it; if you will bring your Sweet: 


heart over to Vote for the Colonel, you thall haye it. 
Miſs Such. And can I ſell my 1 for a Fan? 
What's my Country to me? I ſhall never get a F 40 
by it. And will you give it me for nothing? 
1272 P II make you a free Preſent "of it 
_ Miſs Stitch. I am aſham'd of your CG but II 


take the Fan. 


Miſs. And now, my Dear, we'll go and drink * a 
Diſh of Tea together; 
And let all Parties blame me, if they can, 
Who're brib'd by Honours trifling as a Fan. 


Ex. 4 we 


47 Trap. 


| Trop JU upon't, fie upon't, make no Exeuſes. 


Fiap. There ends Act the Fourth. If you want to 
know the Moral of this; rhe Devil muſt be in you: 
Faith, this Incident of the Fan ſtruck me ſo ſtrongly, * 
that J was once golog to call this Comedy by the 
Name of the Fan. But, come, now for Act the 
Fifth. Hes > HE „ ee 
Promp. Sir, the Player who is to begin it is juif 
ſept aſide on ſome Buſineſs; he begs you would ſtay 
a few Minutes jor him. 
Trap. Come, Fuftian, you and I will ſtep into the 
Green Room, and Chat with. the Actreſſes mean 
Fuſs. But don't you think theſe Girls improper 
Perſons t talk of Panties? / 1 0 
Tap. Sir, I aſſure you. it is not out of Nature: 
And 1 have often heard theſe Affairs canvaſt by Men, 
who had not one whit more Underſtanding than theſe 
Girls. 7 5 [ Exeunt. 
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Enter Trapwit, Fuſtian, and Sneer-well. 


Sneer. Conſider, Sir, I am my own Enemy. 
Trap. | do confider that you might have paſt your 
time, perhaps, here as well as in another Place. 
Sneer. But I hope I have not tranſgreſs'd much 
: ales — — over, Sir, all's over» you pt as well 
have ſtay'd away entirely; the Fifth Act's beginning. 
and hs Digs * End * Ty FTE © JO ET - 
Sneer. What's the Plot at an End before the Fifth 
Act is begun? e | a 
Trap. 
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thing of it. | 


e 


i much of ir as I, who have heard the other four. 
1 Trap. Sir, I can't help your want of Underſtand- 


4 ing, or Apprehenſion; tis not my Fault if you can- 


not take a hint, Sir; would you have a Cataſtrophe 
. in every Act? Oons and the Devil, have not J pro- 
J miſed you, you ſhould know all by and by — but you 
1 are fo impatient. — | n 
Fuſt. I think you have no Reaſon to complain of 

my want of Patience; Mr. Sneerwell, be eaſy; tis but 
one ſhort Act before my Tragedy begins; and that! 
hope will make you amends for what you are to 
undergo before it. Trapwit, I with you would begin. 


Members in their Chairs? 
— ir N 
Trap. Then carry them over the Stage; but hold, 


Flowers? 
[be Members are carried over the Stage. 
'< Hollow, Mob, Hollow, Hollow; Oons, Mr. 
Perompter, you muſt get more Mob to Hollow, or 
; theſe Gentlemen will never be believed to have had 
the Majority. LOTT +: 
i Promp. Sir, I can get no more Mob, all the reſt 
[ of the Mob are gone to St. James's Park to ſee the 
F Shou. | f ; 
FSneer. Pray, Mr. Trapwit, who are theſe Gentlc- 
men in the Chairs? ; | „ 
Trap. Ay, Sir, this is your ſtaying away ſo long; 
if you had been here the firſt four Acts, you would 
have known who they were. 1 "I 


Fuſt, 


bar we are ſo far advanced in ir, that it will be im- 
poſſible for you to comprehend or underſtand any 


Fuft. You have too mean an Opinion of Mr. Sneer- 
well's Capacity; I'll engage he ſhall underſtand as 


Trap. I with ſo too. Come, Prompter; are the 


hold, hold, where is the Woman to ſtrew the 


if 


Juſt. Dear Sneerwell, ask him no more Queſtions; 
if you enquire into every Abſurdity you ſee, we ſhall 
he ve no Tragedy today. Ga 

Trap. Come, Mr. Mayor and Mrs. Mayoreſs. 


Enter Mayor and Mrs. Mayoreſs. 


Mayor. So, now you have undone your ſelf your 
own way; you have made me Vote againſt my Con- 


_... : 


ſcience and Intereſt too, and now I have loſt both _ 


Parties. | 

Mrs. May. How have you loſt both Parties ? 

Mayor. Why, my Lord will never remember my 
Voting for him, now he has loſt the Day; and Sir 
Harry, who has won it, will neyer forgive my Voti 
againſt him: Let which Side will be uppermoſt, I ſhall 
have no Place till the next Election. 

Mrs. May. It will be your own Fault then, Sir"; 
for you have it now in your Power to oblige m 
Lord more than ever; go and return my Lord and 
the Colonel as duly elected, and I warrant you I do 
your Buſineſs with him yet. | 

Mayor. Return 'em, my Dear? Why there was a 
Majority of two or three ſcore againſt em. 

Mrs. May. A Fig for a Majority of two or three- 


— 


ſcore; if there had been a Majority of as many Hun- 


dreds, you'll never be call'd to an Account for re- 
turning them; and when you have return'd 'em, you'll 
have done all in your Power: How can you expect 
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that great Men ſhould do any thing to ſerve you, if 


you ſtick at any thing to ſerve them. 


Mayor. My Conſcience boggles at this thing — 


but yet it is impoſſible I ſhould ever ger any thing by 
the other Side. | 


Mrs. May. Ay. let that ſatisſie your Conſcience, | 


that it is the only way to get any thing. 
Mayor. Truly, I think it has. 


- 


Sneer. I think, Mr. Trapwit, Intereſt would be a 


better Word there than Conſcience. 


Trap. 


oh 
\ 
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© Trap. Ay, Intereſt, or Conſcience, they are Words 
of the ſame Meaning: But I think Conſcience rather | 
politer of the two, and moſt uſed at Court. | 
Mrs. May. Beſides, it will do a Service to your 
Town, for half of them muſt be carried to London at 
the Candidates Expence, and I dare ſwear there is 
not one of them, wharever Side he Votes of, but 
would be glad to put the Candidate to as much Ex. 
pence as he can in an honeſt way. [Exit Mayor, 


Enter Mils crying. Yr 


Miſs. Oh, Mama, I have grieved my ſelf to Death 
at the Court-Party's loſing the Day; for if the othets 
ſhould have a Majority in the Houſe, what, would 
become of us? Alas! we ſhould not go to London. 

Mrs. May. Dry up your Fears, my Dear, all will 

be well; your Father ſhall returrr my Lord and the 
Colonel; and we ſhall have a controverted ElcCtion ; 
and we will go to London, my Dear. LON 

Mig. Shall we go to London? Then I am eaſy ; but 
it. we had ſtaid here, I ſhould have broke my Heart 
for the Love of my Country. Since my Father re- 

9 turns them, I hope Juſtice will find ſome Friends a- 
bove, where People have Senſe enough to know the 
5 right Side from the left; however, happen what will, 
| there is ſome Conſolation in going to London. 2 
bl Mrs. May. But I hope you have conſider'd well 
4? what my Lord told you; that you will not ſcruple 
f going into Keeping: Perhaps you will have it in your 
* Power to ferve your Family, and it would be a great 
i 'Sin not to do een can for your Family. 

| Miſs. IJ have dreamt of nothing but Coaches and 
fix, and Balls, and Treats, and Shows, and Maſque- 
rades ever ſince. L 

Fuſt. Dreamt, Sir? Why, I thought the Time of 
your Comedy had been confined to the fame Day,Mr. 

'Trapwit. . | oo 

Trap. No, Sir, it is not; but ſuppoſe it was, might 

ſhe not have taken an After-noon's Nap ? | 
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nsr. r or Dreamt waking, as ſeveral People 
40. 


15 Euer Lord Place and Colonel Pros 


I. Place. Madam, I am come to take my Leave of 
you; am very ſenſible of my many Obligations to 
you, and ſhall remember them till the next Election, 
when Iwill wait on you again; nay, I don't queſtion 
but we ſhall carry our Point yer, tho' they have given 
us the Trouble of a Petition. | 

Mrs. May. No, no, my Lord, you are not yet re- 
and to that; I have prevail'd on my Husband to 
return you and the Colonel. 

L. Place. Fo return us, Madatn? 

Mrs. May. Yes, my Lord, as duly elected; and 
when we have return'd you fo, it will be your own 
Fault if you don't prove your felf ſo, 

L. Place. Madam, this News has fo tranſported my 


Spirits, that I fear ſome ill Effect, unleſs you inftantly 


give me a Dram. 
Mrs. May. If ow Lordſhip pleaſe to walk with 


me into my Cloſet, I'll equip your Lordfhip. LExit. | 


Trap. How do you like that Dram, Sir? 
8neer, Oh! moſt excellent! 


4c. I cant*t ſay fo, unleſs I caſted it. 


1 Faith, Sir, if it had not been for that Dram, 
had been at an end. 


kk, The Devil take the Dram, with all my 


| Here. * 


Trap. Now, Mr. Fuſtian, the plot, which has hither- 
to been only carried on by Hints, and open'd itſelf like 
the infant Spring by ſmall and imperceptible Degtees 
to the Audience, will diſplay it ſelf, like a Ripe Ma- 
tron; in its full Summer's Bloom; and cannot, I think, 
fail with its attractive Charms, like a 1 to 
catch the Admiration of every one like a Trap, àn(ꝗ1 
raiſe an Applauſe like Thunder, till it makes the whole 
. like a Hurricane. I muſt defire a ſtrict Si- 


lence 
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lence through this whole Scene. Colonel, ſtand you 
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ſtill on this fide of the Stage; and Miſs, do you ſtand 


on the oppoſite.— There, now look at each other. 


Along Silence here. 


Fuſt. Pray, Mr. Trapwit, is no body ever to ſpeak. 


again? | 4 5 
Trap. Oh! the Devil! Vou have interrupted the 

Scene; after all my Precautions the Scene's deſtroy'd ; 

the beſt Scene of Silence that ever was pen'd by Man. 


Come, come, you may ſpeak now; you may ſpeak as 


faſt as you pleaſe. 


Col. Madam, the Army is very much obliged to 


you for the Zeal you ſhew for it: Me it has made 


your Slave for ever; nor can I ever think of being 


happy, unleſs you conſent to Marry me. | 
Miſ5. Ha! and can you be ſo generouwto forgive 


all my ill Uſage of Loh | 
age, Mr. Trapwit ? For if I miſtake | 
not, this is the firſt time theſe Lovers ſpoke to one 


Fuſft. What ill U 


another. 1 DELL. 
Trap. What ill Uſage, Sir? a great deal, Sir. 
Fuſt. When, Sir? Where, Sir? 


Trap. Why, behind the Scenes, Sir. What, would 


you have every Thing brought upon the Stage? I in- 
tend to bring ours to the Dignity of the French Stage; 
and I have Horace's Advice, of my Side; we have 


many Things both ſaid and done in our Comedies, 


which might be better perform'd behind the Scenes: 


The French, you know, banith all Cruelty from their 


Stagez and I don't ſee why we ſhould bring on a 


Lady in ours, practiſing all manner of Cruelty upon 
her Lover: beſide, Sir, we do not only produce it, 


but encourage it; for I could name you ſome Come- 
dies, if I would, where a Woman is brought in for 
four Acts together, behaving to a worthy Man in a 
Manner for which ſhe almoſt deſerves to be hang'd; 
and in the Fifth, forſooth, ſhe is rewarded with him 
for a Husband : Now, Sir, as I know this hits ſome 
Taſtes, and am willing to oblige all, I have given 


cvery 
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every Lady a Latitude of thinking mine has behaved 
u in whatever Manner ſhe would have her. 3 
d | Snyeer. Well ſaid, my little Trap : But pray let us 
have the Scene. | E ds | 
nj Trap. Go on, Miſs, if you pleaſe 
xk i Miſs. J have ſtruggled with my ſelf to put you to 
| ſo many Trials of your Conſtancy ; nay, perhaps have 
ic indulged my ſelf a little too far in the innocent Liber- 
3 ries of abuſing you, tormenting you, as pan. ly- 
ing, and jilting; which as you are ſo good to forgive, 
*I do faithfully promiſe to make you all the amends in 
my Power, by making you a good Wite. 

Trap. That ſingle Promiſe, Sir, is more than any 
of my Brother Authors had ever the Grace to put 
into the Mouth of any of their fine Ladies yet; ſo 
that the Heroe of a Comedy is left in a much worſe 
Condition than the Villain of a Tragedy, and I would 
chuſe rather to be hang'd with the one, than married 
with the other. ES 

Sneer. Faith, Trapwit, without a Jeſt, thou art in 
the right ont. 1 5 | 

Fuſt. Go on, go on, dear Sir, go on. | 

Col. And can you be ſo generous, ſo great, ſo good? 
Oh! load not thus my Heart with Obligations leſt 
it fink beneath its Burden: Oh! could I live a hun- 


dred thouſand Years, I never cquld repay the Bounty 
of that laſt Speech; Oh! my Paradiſe! 


Eternal Honey drops from off your Tongue! 
And when you ſpoke, then Farinelli ſung! 
Trap. Open your Arms, Miſs, if you pleaſe; re- 
member you are no Coquet now: How pretty this 
looks! don't it? | Mimicking her.] Let me have one of 


© I, your beſt Embraces, I deſire; do it once more, pray 
or There, there, that's pretty well; you muſt practiſe 
8 this behind the Scene.  [ Exeunt Miſs and Col. 
-- Sncer. Are they gone to practiſe now, Mr. Trapwit ? 
| Trap. You're a Joker, Mr. Sneerwell; you're a 
* Joker. en 3 8 . tas 5 4 — 


en ; | | 
| | D Enter 
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| : Deer L. Place, Mayor, and Mrs. Muyoreſy, 
L. Place. I return you my hearty Thanks, Mr. 


Mayor, for this Return; and in return of the Fa- 


— 5 will certainly do you a yory good Turn very 

ſhort 

Fu. I wiſh the Audience don't do you an ill Tun, 
h. 


Mr. Trapwit, for that laſt Speec 


Sneer. Yes, faith, I think I would cut out a Tum 


Or two. 


Trap. Sir, P'Il ſooner cut off an Ear or two; Sir, 


that's the very beſt Thing in the whole Play — 


Come, enter the Colonel and Miſs— Married. 
Szeer. Upon my Word they have been very expe⸗ 
ditious. x 
Trap. Yes, Sir, the Parſon 3 his Buſineſ, 
he has ply'd ſeveral Vears at the Fleet. 


Enter Colonel and Miſs. . [fey Reel l 


| ant Sir and Madam, ** Bleſlng, 
Mayor. 

Mrs. May. 5 Ha! 

Col. Your Daughter, Sir and Madam, has made | 
me the happieſt of Mankind. 

Mrs. May. Colonel, you know you might lei had 
my Conſent; W hy did you chuſe to a without 
it? However I give you both my Bleſſing. 

Mayor. And to do I. 

L. Place. Then call in my Brother 1 we 
will ſpend this Night in Feaſt and Merriment. 
Ful. What has made theſe two Parties o ſuddenly 
Friends, Mr. Trapwit? 

Trap. What? why the Marriage, Sir; the uſual Re- 


conciler at the End of a Comedy. I would not have 


concluded without every Perſon on the Stage for the 


World. 
_ L. Place. Well, Colonel, I ſee you are ſetting out 


for Life, and fo F with you a good Journey. F p 
h | 535 


And you, Gallants, from what you've e ſeen als 
If you are wrong, may ſet your Judgments right; 
Nor, like our Miffes, about Bribing quarrel, 
When better STIR is in neither Barrel. | 

[ Mar. Fuſt. TAP: and Sgeer. 


Trap. Thus 8 my Play, Sir. : 

Fug. Pray, Mr. Trapwit, how has the former Part 
of it conduced to this Marriage? 
| Trap. Why, Sir, do you think the Colonel would 


ever have had her, but on the Proſpect her Father has 


from this Election? 

Sneer. Ay, or to frengrhen his Intereſt. with the 
returning Officer. 

Trap, Ay, Sir, I was juſt going to ſay fo. 

Sneer. But where's your Epilogue ? 

Trap. Faith, Sir, I can't tell what I ſhall do for ab 
Epilogue. | 

Smeer. What! have you writ none? 

Trap. Ves, faith, I have writ one, but 

Sneer. But what? 

Trap. Faith, Sir, I can get no one to ſpeak it the 
Actreſſes are ſo damn'd cäeult to pleaſe When 
firſt I writ it they would not ſpeal it, becaule; there 
were not double Entendres enough in it; upon which 
went to Mr. Watts's, and borrow'd all his Plays; 
went Home, read over all the Epilogues, and cram'd 
it as full as poſſible; and now, forlooth, it has tag 
many in it. Oons, I think we muſt get a Pair, of 


Scales, and weigh out a ſufficient Quantity of that 


lame 
Fuſt. Come, come, Mr. Trapwit, clear the Stage if 


you pleaſe. 


Trap. With all my Heart; for 1 have overſtay'd my 
Time already; I am to read my Play to-Cay to ſix 
different Companies of Quality. 


; Fuſt. You'll {tay and fee the Tragedy 1 rchears'd, 1 
re. 
| D * Trap. 


Play 


Trap. Faith, Sir, it is my great Misfortune that I 
can't; I deny myſelf a great Pleaſure, but cannot poſ- 
ſibly ſtay — to hear ſuch damn'd Stuff as I know it 
muſt be. . . [-Afide. 
_  Sneer. Nay, dear Trapwit, pou ſhall not go— Con- 
fider your Advice may be of {ome Service to Mr. Fu/- 
tian, beſide he has ſtay'd the Rehearſal of your 


Fu. Yes, I have— and kept my ſelf awake with 


much Difficulty. [Alde. 


Trap. Nay, nay, you know I can't refuſe you 
tho” I ſhall certainly fall aſleep in the firſt Act. 
. 5 Aide. 

Sneer. If you'll let me know who your People of 
Quality are, I'll endeavour to bring you off. 1 

Trap. No, no, hang me if I tell you, Ha, ha, ha! 
J know you too well— But, pri'thee now tell me, 
Fuſtian, how doſt thou like my Play? Doſt think it 
ä T% 1 

Fuſt. Tis my Opinion it will. „ 

Trap. Give me a Guinea, and [I'll give you a Crown 
a-night as long as it runs. „ 

Sneer. That's laying againſt your ſelf, Mr. Trapwit, 
Trap. I love a Hedge, Sir. re 

Fuſt. Before the Rehearſal begins, Gentlemen, | 
muſt beg your Opinion of my Dedication; you know, 
a Dedication is generally a Bill drawn for Value there» 
in contain'd; which Value is a Set of nauſeous ful- 


ſome Compliments, which my Soul abhors and ſcorns; 


for I mortally hate Flattery, and therefore have care- 
fully avoided it. F 
Sneer. Yes, faith, a Dcdication without Flattery 
will be worth the ſeeing. | 5 
Fuſs. Well, Sir, you ſhall ſee it. Read it, dear 
Trapuit; I hate to read my own Works. bel; 
Trap. [Reads] My Lord, at a Time when Non: ſenſe, 


Dulneſs, Lewdneſs, and all Manner of Profaneneſs and 


Immorality are daily practiſed on the Stage, I have ay 
: on vail” 
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vail'd on my Modeſty to offer to your Lordſhip's Pro- 
teftion'a Piece, which, if it has no Merit to recommend 
it, has at leaſt no Demerit to diſgrace it; nor do I que- 


ſtion at this, when every one elſe is dull, you will be pleas'd 
to find one Exception to the Number. + 


I cannot indeed help aſſuming to my ſelf ſome little Me- 
rit from the Applauſe, which the Town has ſo univerſally 
confer*d upon me.= . | 
Fuſt. That you know, Mr. Szcerwell, may be omit- 
ed, if it ſhould meet with any ill-natured Oppoſition 
for which Reaſon J ſhall not print off my Dedication 


"till after the Play is acted. 


Trap. [Reads.] I might here indulge my ſelf with a 
Delineation of your Lordſhip's Character; but as I ab- 
hor the leaſt Imputation of Flattery, and as I am certain 
your Lordſhip is the only Perſon in this Nation that does 


not love to hear your Praiſes, I ſhall be filent — 


only this give me Leave to ſay, That you have more Wit, 
Senſe, Learning, Honour and Humanity, than all Man- 
kind put together; and your Perſon comprehends in it every 
Thing that is beautiful; your Air is every Thing that is 
graceful, your Look every Thing that is majeſtick, and 
your Mind is a Store- Houſe, where every Virtue and 


every Perſection are lodged: To paſs by your Generoſity, 


which is ſo great, fo glorious, ſo diffuſive, that fife the 
Sun it eclipſes, and makes Stars of all your other Viriues— 
I could ſay more 5 . 
Sneer. Faith, Sir, that's more than I could | 
Trap. But ſhall commit a Violence upon my ſelf, and 
conclude with afſuring your Lordſhip, that I am, my Lord, 


Jour Lordſhip's moſt obedient, moſs devoted, molt al ſegui- 


045, and moſt obliged humble Servant. 
Fuſt. There you ſee it, Sir, conciſe, and not fulſome. 
Sneer. Very true, Sir, if you had ſaid leſs it would 
not have done. N 
Fuſt. No, I think leſs would have been down- right 
rude, conſidering it was to a Perſon of the firſt Qua- 
lity. - „ 


1 Sue. 
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 Sneer. Pri gow Trapwit, let's ſee. on 
Trap. I have none, Sir. | 
Fuſt. How, Sir, no Dedication ? 
Trap. No, Sir; for 1 have dedicated ſo many Plays, 
and received nothing for them, that I am reſolved to- 
truſt no more: T'll let no more Flattery go out of my 


Shop without being paid before-hand, 


Fuft. Sir, Flattery is ſo cheap, and every Man of 
Quality keeps ſo many Flatterers about him, that 


.e'gad our Trade is quite ſpoil'd; but if I am not paid 


for this Dedication, the next I write ſhall be a fari- 
rical one; if they won't pay me for opening my 
Mouth, I'll make them pay me for ſhutring it. But 
ſince you have been ſo kind, Gentlemen, to like my 
Dedication, I'll venture to Jer you ſee my Prologue. 


Sir, I beg the Favour of you to repeat the Prologue, 


if you are perfect in it. Zo a Player, 
Player. Sir, I'll do it to the belt of my Power. 
Fut. This Prologue was writ by a F riend. 


on, e 4B: 


Hen Death's ſharp Scythe has mow'd the Heroe dom, 
The Muſe again awakes him to Renown 
She tells proud Fate that all her Darts are vain, 
And bids the Herbe live, and flrut about _—_ 13 
Nor is fhe only able to refrore, 
But ſhe can make what ne er was made before: 
Can ſearch the Realms of Fancy, and create 
at never came into the Brain of Fate. 
Forth from theſe Realms, to entertain t0' Night, 
She brings imaginary Kings and Queens to lieht ; ” 
Bids Common=Seaſe in Perſon mount the Stage, 
And Harlequin to florin in Tragich Rage. 
Britons, attend; and decent Reverence ſbew 
To her, who mad: 7 Athenian Boſoms glows 
i bom the undaunted Romans could revere, 
HT who ia Shakeſpear's Time was worſhip'd here; 


If 
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Your Hearts at leaſt à Wonder may engage. 
Ob / Love ber like boy Sifter JOE of __ ay. 


Seer. Falch, Sir, your Friend has writ a very fine 
Prologue. 

Fuji. Do you think ſo? Why then, Sir, I muſt 
aſſure you, that Friend is no other than my ſelf. But 
come, now. for the Tragedy. Gentlemen, I muſt de- 
ſire you all to clear the Stage, for I have ſeveral 
SCENES which I could: wiſh | ir as big again for, 


24 player enters and whiſpers Trapwit. 


2d Player. Sir, a Gentlewoman deſires to ſpeak. 1 to 
„ou. 


Trap. Is ſhe in a Chair ? 
| 24 Player. No, Sir, ſhe is in a Riding-Hood, and 
ſays ſhe has brought you a clean Shirt. [Exit Player. 
N I'll come to her Mr. Fuſtian, you muſt 


excuſe me a Moment; a Lady of Quality has ſent to 


take ſome Boxes. [ Exit Trap. 


Promp. CommonSenſe, Sir, deſires to ſpeak with you 
in the Green- Room. N 


Fuft. I'll wait upon her. 
Sneer. You ought, for eit is the firſt Meſſage, I be- 


1 lieve, you ever received from her. : [ Aſide. 


[ Exeunt Fuſt. and Sneer. 
Enter a Dancer. 


Danc. Look'e, Mr. Þ rimipters expect to Dance 
firſt Goddeſs; I wil not Dance under Miſs Minuet; 1 


am ſure 1 ſhew more to the Audience than any Lady 


upon the Stage. 

Promp. Madam, it is not my Buſineſs. 

Dauc. I don't know whoſe Buſineſs it is; but E 
think . Town ought to be the Judges of a Dancer's 


Merit; I am ſure they are on my Side; and if I am 


D 4 | not. 
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not uſed us I'll go to Hb Sh now. we have 


got all their Dancers away, Perhaps they may be glad 


of ſome of ours. E 
OP Hey-day, what s the Matter? | 
| 4 Noiſe within, 


Enter Player. 
Player. The Author and Common-Senſ? are quarrel- 


ling in the Green- Room. | 
Promp. Nay, then that's better worth ſeeing than 


any thing in his Play. [Exit Promp. 


Danc. Hang his Play, and all Plays; the Dancers 


are the only People that ſupport the Houſe ; if it 


were not for us they OF: Act their 7” to 
empty Benches. Exit. 


er w. $SCENS-L 


Enter 8 and Sneerwell. 


Fat PF Hes, little things, Mr. Sneeraell, will 


ſometimes happen. Indeed a Poet undergoes 

reat deal before he comes to his Third Night; 
4 with the Muſes, who are humorous Ladies, and 
muſt be attended; for if they take it into their Head 
at any time to go abroad. and leave you, you will 
pump your Brain in vain: Then, Sir, with the Maſter 
of a Play-houſe to get it acted, whom you generally 


follow a quarter of a Year before you know whe- 


ther he will receive it or no; and then perhaps he 
tells you it won't. do, and returns it you again, re- 
ſerving 
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laſt the Rehearſals begin; then, Sir, begins another 


to keep all the reſt in Company. Enemies abuſe him, 
Friends give him up, the Play is damn'd, and the 


the Left Phy/ck. 
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ſerving the Subject, and perhaps the Name, which he 
brings out in his next Pantomime; but if he ſhould re- 
ceive the Play, then you muſt attend again to get it 
writ out into Parts, and Rehears'd. Well, Sir, at 


Scene of Trouble with the Actors, ſome of whom 
don't like their Parts, and all are continually plaguing 
you with Alterations : At length, after having waded 
thro' all theſe Difficulties, his Play appears on the 
Stage, where one Man Hiſſes out of Reſentment to 
the Author; a Second out of Diſlike to the Houſe; 
a Third out of Diſlike to the Actor; a Fourth out of 
Diſlike to the Play; a Fifth for the Joke ſake; a Sixth 


Author goes to the Devil, ſo ends the Farce. 
Sneer. The Tragedy rather, I think, Mr. Fuſtian. 
But what's become of Trapwir? | 
Fuſt. Gone off, I ſuppoſe; I knew he would not 
ſtay; he is ſo taken up with his own Performances, 
that he has no Time to attend any others. But come, 
Prompter, will the Tragedy never begin? 7 


Enter Prompter. 


Promp. Yes, Sir, | they are all ready ; come draw up 
the Curtain. 1 | 


N irebrand, Law and Phy ſick diſcover'd. 


* Smeer. Pray, Mr. Fuſtian, who are theſe Perſonages ? 
Fuſt. That in the middle, Sir, is Firebrand, Prie ſt ot 
the Sun; he on the Right repreſents Law, and he on 


Fireb. Avert theſe Omene, ye Auſpicious Stars! 
Fuft. What Omens? Where the Devil is the Thun- 


der and Light'ning? | 
Promp. Why don't you let go the Thunder there E 
and flaſh your Roſin? — | Thunder and Laght ning. 


4 — 
— — —— ͤꝓ —— PPooucyy — ——— — 
—— — * 1 


— 
2 —— — 2 A 


PASQULN, 


Fuß. Now, Sir, begin if you pleaſe. I deſire, Sir, 
you will get a larger 'thunder-Bowl, and two Penny- 
worth more of Light ning againſt the ann 
Now, Sir, if you pleaſe. % 

Fireb. Avert theſe Omens, ye auſpitiout Stars! 
Oh Law! Oh Ph ck! As laſt Even late | 
I offer'd Sacred Incenſe in the Temple, 


The Temple ſhook : Strange Prodigies appear'd: 


A Cat in Boots did Dance a Ripadoon, 
While = huge Dog play'd on the Violin; 
And whilſt I trembling at the Altar ſtood, 


Voices were heard i th' Air, and ſeem'd to ſay, 


Awake my drowſy Sons, and ſleep no more : 
They muſt mean ſomething! — 

Law. Certainly they muſt, — | 
We have our Omens too! The other Day 


A mighty Deluge ſwam into our Hall, 


As if it meant to waſh away the Law: 

Lawyers were forc'd to ride on Porters Shoulders 
One, O Prodigious Omen ! tumbled down, 

And he and all his Briefs were ſous'd together. 


Now, if I durſt my Sentiments declare, 
I think it is not hard to gueſs the Meaning. 


Fireb. Speak boldly ; by the Powers I ſerve, Iſwear 
You ſpeak in Safety, even tho* you ſpeak _ 
Againſt the Gods, provided that you ſpeak 
Not againſt Prieſts. 

Law. What then can the Powers 


Mean by theſe Omens, but to rouſe us u 


From the Lethargick Sway of Common-Seuſe + 

And well they urge, for while that drowſy Queen 

Maintains her Empire, what becomes of uss? 
Phyſ. My Lord of La, you ſpeak my Sentiments; 

For tho” I es the Mask of Loyalty, 

And ontwards ſhew a Reverence to the Queen, 

Yer in my Heart | hate her: Yes, by Heav'n 


She ſtops my proud Ambition! Keeps me down 


When I would ſoar upon an Eagle's Wing, 5 
And thet\cc look down and doſe the World below. 


Law. 


$5 
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Low: Thou know'ft , my Lord of Phyjck,1 had long 


Been privileg'd by Cuſtom immemorial, 
In Tongues unknown, or rather none at al, 


My Edicts to deliver thro” the Land; 


When this proud Queen, this Common. Senje, abridg'd 
My Power, and made me underſtood by all. 
Phyſ. My Lord, there goes a Rumour thro” the 
Court, 
That you deſcended from a Family _ 
Related to the Queen ; Reaſon is ſaid 
T' have been the mighty Founder of your Houſe, 


Law. Perhaps ſo; bur we have rais'd our {elves ſo 
hi LY 


* 
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gh, 
= And ſhook this Founder from us off ſo far, 
We hardly deign to own from whence we came. 


Fireb. My Lords.of Law and Phyſi ck, I have nearly 


With perfect Approbation, all you've ſaid ; 


And fince I know you Men of noble Spirit, 
And fit to undertake 2 glorious Cauſe, 
I will divulge my ſelf: Know, thro' this Mask, 
Which to impoſe on vulgar Minds I wear, 
I am an Enemy to Common-Senſe; 


Bur this not for Ambition's earthly Cauſe, 


Bur to enlarge the Worſhip of the Sun: 
To give his Prieſts a juſt Degree of Power, 
And more than half the Profits of the Land. 
Oh! my good Lord of Lau, would you aſſiſt, 
In ſpight of Common-Senſe it may be done. 
Law. Propofe the Method. 

Fireb. Here ſurvey this Lift, 
In it you'll find a certain Set of Names, 
Whom well I know ſure Friends to Common Senſe 4 
Theſe it muſt be our Care to repreſent 
The greateſt Enemies to the Gods and ker. 


But huſh, the Queen approaches. 


| Enter 
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Enter the Queen, attended by two Maids of Honour. 


Fut. What! but two Maids of Honour? 
Promp. Sir, a Few carried off the other, but I ſhall 
be able to pick up ſome more againſt the Play is 
lf acted. | | 5 | 
py 2. C. S. My Lord of Law, I ſent for you this 
= Morning; 3 
11 I have a ſtrange Petition given to me; | 
Ji Two Men, it ſeems, have lately been at Law 
0 For an Eſtate, which both of them have loſt, 
1 And their Attorneys now divide between them. 
Law. Madam, theſe things will happen in the Law. 
©, C. S. Will they, my Lord? then better we had 
= none: RE 
| But I have alſo heard a ſweet Bird ſing, 
That Men, unable to diſcharge their Debts 
At a ſhort Warning, being ſued for them, 
1 Have, with both Power and Will their Debts to pay, 
Lain all their Lives in Priſon for their Coſts. 
Law. That may perhaps be ſome poor Perſon's Calc, 
4 Too mean to entertain your Royal Ear. 3 
[nn 2. C. F. My Lord, while I am Queen I ſhall not 
i" thin 5 . 
£406 One Man too mean, or poor, to be redreſs'd ; 
Moreover, Lord, I am inform'd your Laws 
Are grown ſo large, and daily yet encreaſe, 
That the great Age of old Methuſalem 
Would ſcarce ſulfce to read your Statutes out. 
Fireb. Madam, a more important Cauſe demands 
Your Royal Care; ſtrange Omens have appear'd, 
Sights have been ſeen, and Voices have been heard 
The Gods are angry, and muſt be appeas'd : 
Nor do I know to that a readier Way 
Than by beginning to appeaſe their Prieſts, 
Who groan for Power, and cry out after Honour. 
2; C. S. The Gods, indeed, have Reaſon for their 


Anger, 
18 And 


* 


ww 


And Sacrifices ſhall be offcr'd to them ; 


| You join us with your utmoſt Levies ſtraight ; 


This Queen of Ignorance, whom you have heard 
Juſt now deſcrib'd, in ſuch a horrid Form, 


The Cauſe of Ignorance. And now, my Lords, 
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But would you make em welcome; Prieſt, be meek, 
Be charitable, kind, nor dare affront 
The Sun you worſhip, while your {elves prevent 
That Happineſs to Men you ask of him. 


Enter an Officer. 


9. C. S. What means this haſty Meſſage in your 
Looks? | Wy 
Ofic. Forgive me, Madam, if my Tongue declares 
News for your ſake, which moſt my Hearr abhors; 
Queen Ignorance is landed in your Realm, 
With a vaſt Power from taly and France | 
Of Singers, Fidlers, Tumblers, and Rope-dancers. 
C. S. Order our Army inſtantly to get 
Themſelves in readineſs; our ſelf will Head 'em. 
My Lords you are concern'd, as well as we, 
T' oppoſe this foreign Force, and we expect 


Go, Prieſt, and drive all frightful Omens hence; 
To fright the Vulgar they are your Pretence, 
Bur ſure the Gods will fide with Commor-Senſe. 
4 . [Exit cum ſuis. 
Fireb. They know their Intereſt better; or at leaſt 
Their Prieſts do for em, and themſelves. Oh! Lords, 


Is the moſt Gentle, and moſt Pious Queen; 
So fearful of the Gods, that ſhe believes 

W hate'er their Priefts affirm. And by the Sun, 
Faith is no Faith, if it falls ſhort of thar. 

I'd be infallible! And thar, I know, 

Will ne'er be granted me by Common-Senſe : 
Wherefore I do diſclaim her, and will join 


Each to his Poſt.— The Roſtrum I aſcend, _ 
My Lord of Law, you to your Courts repair; 
8 | And 


46 
And you, my go ood Lord Phyfick, to the Queen; 
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Handle her Pulſe, potion and pill her well. 
«© Phyſ.- Oh! my 
Would ſhe bur rake the Counſel I would give, 


You'd need no Foreign Power to overthrow her: 


Yes, by the Gods! I would with one fmall Pill 
Unhinge her Soul, and tear it from her Body; 
Bur to my Art and me a deadly Foe, 


She has averr'd, ay, in the publick Court, 


That Walter Eruel is the beſt Phyſieia nn 
For which, when ſhe's forgiven by the College, 
Or when we own the Sway of Common-Senſe, 
May we be forc'd to take our own e 
Fireb. My Lord of Phyjch, I applaud thy Spirit 
Yes, by the Sun, my Heart laughs loud within me, 
To ſee how eaſily the World's deceiv'd; — 0 
To fee this Cemmon- Senſe thus tumbled down 3. 


” 


By Men, whom all the cheated Nations own 


To be the ſtrongeſt Pillars of her Throne. 


[ Exeunt Fireb. Law and Phyl. 
Fuſt: Thus ends the Firſt Act, Sir, 


Seer. This Tragedy of yours, Mr. Fuſtian, I ob- 


ſerve to be Emblematical; do you think. it will be 


under ſtood by the Audience? 


Fuft. Sir, I cannot anſwer for the 1 : tho? 


I think the Panegyrick intended by it is very Pins 


and very ſeaſonable. 
Seer. What Panegyrick ? 


Fuſt. On our Clergy, Sir, at leaſt the beſt of chil 
to ſhew the Difference between a Heathen and a Chri- 


ſtian Prieſt. And as I have touch'd only on generals, 


I hope I ſhall not be thought to bring any thing im 
proper on rhe Stage, which I would caretully * 


void. 


Sneer. But is not your Satire on Law and Pbyſick 
ſomewhat too general? 

Fuft. What 1s ſaid here cannot hurt either an ho- 
neſt — er, or a good * 3 and ſuch may be, 
| nay 


good Lord, had T her Royal Fat, | 


— — 
i .c i s cS Wh 


1 


or 


e 
Eneer. Ay, how ſo? de Mk. © 
Fuſt. Why, an Apothecary brought me in a long 
Bill, and a Lawyer made me pay it. e 
Sneer. Ha, ha, ha! a Conſpiracy indeed. 
Fuß. Now, Sir, for my Second Act; my Tragedy 


conſiſts but of Three. 


Szeer. I thought that had been immethodical in 
Tuff. That may be; but I fpun it out as long as. I 
could keep Common-Senſe alive; ay, or even her Ghoſt. 
Come begin the Second Act. n 


N SCENE draws, and diſcovers Common- 
1 Senſe aſleep. 1 1 


Sͤneer. Pray, Sir, who's that upon the Couch 


there? 


Fuß. I thought you had known her better, Sir. 


That's Common-Senſe aſleep. | 


Sneer. I ſhould rather have expected her at the Head 


of her Army. ' 235 1 
Fuſt. Very likely, but you do not underſtand the 
practical Rules of Writing as well as I do; the firſt 


and greateſt of which is Protraction, or the Art of 


Spinning, without which the Matter of a Play 
would loſe the chief Property of all other Matter, 


namely, Extenſion; and no Play, Sir, could poſſibly 


laft longer than half an Hour. I perceive, Mr. Sneer- 


dell, you are one of thoſe who would have no Cha- 
racter brought on, but what is neceſſary to the Bufſt- 


neſs of the Play, Nor I neither But the Buſi- 
neſs of the Play, as I take it, is to Divert, and 2 
ak Sb 2 | fore 


nay, I know ſuch are: If the Oppoſites to theſe are 
the moſt general, I cannot help that; as for the Pro- 
feſſors themſelves, I have no great Reaſon to be their 
Friend, for they once join'd in a particular Conſpiracy 
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i fore every Character that Diverts, is neceſſary! to the 
Buſincſs of the Play. 

bd Sneer. But how will the Audience be brought to 
| conceive any probable Reaſon for this Sleep? 

Fuſt. Why, Sir, ſhe has been meditating on the pre- 
ſent general Peace of Europe, till by too inden an 
Application, being not able thoroughly to compre- 
hend it, ſhe was over-power'd, and fell faſt aſleep. 
Come, ring up the firſt Ghoſt. + [ Ghof ariſes, 
You know. that Ghoſt ? ; 

Sneer. Upon my Word, Sir, I can c recollec any 
Acquaintance with him. 

- Fuſs. I am ſurpriz'd at that, FIR you muſt have ſeen 
him often; that's the Ghoſt of Tragedy, Sir, he has 
walk'd all the Stages of London ſeveral Years ; but why 
are not you flower'd ? —— What the Devil is become 
of the Barber? | | 
 "Ghops. Sir, he's gone to Dry Elan Play-houſe to 
ſhave the Sultan in the New Entertainment. 

Fuſt. Come, Mr. Ghoſt, pray begin. 
Ghoſt. From the dark Regions of the Realms valowy 
The Ghoſt of Tragedy has ridden Poſt; 

To tell thee, Common Senſe, a thouſand Things, 8 
W hich do import thee nearly to attend; [Cock crows, 
But ha! the curſed Cock has warn'd me hence; 
l did ſer out too late, and therefore muſt Fla 
1 Leave all my Buſineſs to ſome other time. 
, [ Ghoſt deſcrnds 
148 Sneer. I preſume this is a a Character neceſſary to Di- 
vert; for I can ſee no great Buſineſe he has ſul- 
ſill'd. r 

Euſt. Where s the ſecond Ghoſt? 

Szeer. I thought the Cock had crow'd. 

Fuſt. Yes, but the ſecond Ghoſt need not be ſup- 
poſed to have heard it. Pray, Mr. Prompter, obſerve, 
the Moment the firſt Ghoſt deſcends, the ſecond is to 
riſe; They arc like the Twin-Stars in that. | 

| © [Second Ghoſt riſes. 


2 Ghoſt. 


a 14 


— * * 
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2 Ghoſt. Awake, great Common Senſe, and ſleep no 
more, | | 


Look to thy ſelf; for then, when I was ſlain, 


Thy ſelf was ſtruck at: Think not to ſurvive 


My Murder long; for while thou art on Earth; 
The Convocation will not meet again. 


The Lawyers cannot rob Men of their Rights; 
Phy ficians cannot doſe away their Souls: 

A Courtier's Promiſe will not be believ'd; 

Nor broken Citizens again be truſted. 

A thouſand News- papers cannot ſubſiſt, 


In which there is not any News at all. 


Play-houſes cannot flouriſh, while they dare 


To Nonſenſe give an Entertainment's Name. 
 Shakeſpear and Johnſon, Dryden, Lee, and Row, 
Thou wilt not bear to yield ro Sadler's-MWells; 


Thou wilt not ſuffer Men of Wit to ſtarve, 
And Fools, for only being Fools, to thrive. 

Thou wilt not ſuffer Eunuchs to be hire 
At a vaſt Price, to be impertinent. [Third Ghoſt riſes. 
3 Ghoſt. Dear Ghoſt, the Cock has crow'd ; you 
cannot get | | = 

Under the Ground a Mile before *tis Day. | 
2 GH. Your humble Servant then, I cannot ſtay. 
|  _ [ Gboſt deſcends, © 


Fruſt. Thunder and Light'ning! Thunder and Light'- 


ning! Pray don't forget this when it is ated, 
Sneer. Pray, Mr. Fuſtian, why muſt a Ghoſt always 
riſe in a Storm of Thunder and Light'ning? for I 
have read much of that Doctrine, and don't find any 
mention of ſuch Ornaments. f „ 
Fuſt. That may be, but they are very neceſſary: 
They are indeed properly the Paraphernalia of a Ghoſt. 
Fneer. But, pray, whoſe Ghoſt was that? 
Fuſt. Whoſe ſhould it be, but Comedys. I thought 
when you had been told the other was Tragedy, you 
would have wanted no Intimation who this was. 
Come, Common- Senſe, you are to awake and rub your 


Eyes. 1 : 
| * Q. C. S. 
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D. C. s. [waking] Who' s there? 
Enter Mais of Honour. 


Did you not hear or ſee ſome wond' rous thing? | 
Maid. No, may it pleaſe your Majeſty, I did 


not. 
©.C.S. I was a-dream'd I over-hcard a Ghoſt. 


Maid. In the next Room I cloſely did attend, 
And had a Ghoſt been here I muſt have heard 


him. 
Enter Firebrand. 


9. C. S. Prieſt of the Sun, you come moſt oppor- 
tune, 

For here has been a dreadful Apparition : 

As I lay fleeping on my Couch, methought 


I ſaw a Ghoſt. 
Sneer. Then I ſuppoſe ſhe fleeps with her Eyes 


open. 


Fuſt. Why, you would not have Common-Senſe ſee 
a Ghoſt, — 4 in her Sleep, I hope. 
Fireb. "And if ſuch Toleration ; 
Be ſuffer'd, as at preſent you maintain, 
Shortly your Court will be a Court of Ghoſts. 
Make a huge Fire, and burn all Unbelievers, 
Ghoſts will be hang'd ere venture near a Fire. 
C. S. Men cannot force Belief upon them- 
ſelves, 
And ſhall I then by Torture force it on them? 
Fireb. The Sun will have it fo. 
C. S. How do I know that? 
| Fireb. Why I, his Prieſt infallible, have told 
VOU. 
C. S. How do I know you are infallible? 
2 Ha! do you doubt it? nay, if you doubt 


that, 1. 


lid 


ud 


Or- 


ves 


ſee 


I glow with flaming 


J will prove nothing But my Zeal inſpires me, 
And I will tell you, Madam, you yourſelf 
Are a moſt deadly Enemy to the Sun, 
And all his Prieſts have. greateſt Cauſe to with ' 
You had been never born. 

2. C. S. Ha! fay'ft thou, Prieſt? 
Then know I honour and adore the Sun! 
And when I ſee his Light, and feel his Warmth, 
Eraeitude toward him; 
But know, I never will adore a Prieſt, EO 
W ho wears Pride's Face beneath Religion's Mask, 
And makes a Pick-Lock of his Piety, 
To fteal away the Liberty of Mankind. 
Bur while I live, I'll never give thee Power; 

Fireb, Madam, our Power is not deriy'd from 

| you, | g 8 "% 
Not any one: Twas ſent us in a Box 


From the great Sun himſelf, and Carriage paid: 


Phaeton brought it when he overturn'd 


The Chariot of the Sun into the Sea. ER. 
©. C. S. Shew me the Inſtrument, and let me 


read it. 


Fireb. Madam, you cannot read it; for being 


__ thrown 
Into the Sea, the Water has fo damag'd it, 
That none but Prieſts could ever read it ſince. 


Q. C. S. And do you think I can believe this 


Tale? | 2 
Fireb. J order you to believe it, and you muſt. 
9. C. S. Proud and imperious Man, I can't be- 

e | | 
Religion, Law and Phyfick, were defign'd- 
By Heaven the greateſt Bleſſings on Mankind; 
But Prieſts, and Lawyers, and Phyſicians made 


Theſe general Goods to each a private Trade 
With each they rob, with each they fill their Purſes, 


And turn our Benefits into our Curſes. — [Hxib. 
Fuft. Law and Phyfick. Where's Law? | 
5 E 2 Enter 
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Enter Phyſick. 


Phyſ. Sir, Law, going without the Play-Houſe- | 
Paſſage, was taken up by a Lord Chief-Juſtice's War- 


rant. 


Fireb. Then we muſt go on without him. 

Fut. No, no, ſtay a Moment; I muſt get ſome- 
body elſe to rehearſe the Part. Pox take all War- 
rants for me; if I had known this before, I would 
. ſatirized the Law ten times more than TI 

ave. | | 


reti 


Enter Fuſtian, Sneer well, prompter, Firebrand, 
Law and Phyſick. 


— 


Fuſt. I Am glad yeu have made your Eſcape; but 

4 I hope you'll make the Matter up before the 
Day of Action: come, Mr. Firebrand, now if you 
pleaſe go on; the Moment Common-Senſe goes off 


the Stage, Law and Phyſict enter. 


Fireb. Oh! my good Lords of Phyſck and of 
Law, 5 
Had you been ſooner here you would have heard 
The haughty Queen of Common-Senſe throw out 
Abuſes on us all. | | 


Law. 


0. 


„ 
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Law. I am not now 
o learn the Hatred which ſhe bears to me. 

No more of that--— for now the warlike Queen 
Of Ignorance, attended with a 'Train 

Of Foreigners, all Foes to Common- Senſe, 

Arrives at Covent. Garden; and we ought 

To join her inſtantly with all our Force. 

At Temple Bar ſome Regiments parade, 

The Colonels, Clifford, Thaves, and Furnival, 
Thro' Holborn lead their Powers to Drury- Lane. 
Attorneys, all compleatly arm'd in Braſs, 

Theſe Bailiffs, and their Followers, will j Join 
With Juſtices, and Conſtables, and Watchmen. 


Phyſ. In Warwick-Lane my Powers expect me 
now, 


A hundred "Chariots, with a Chief in each, 


Well-fam'd for Slaughter, in his Hand he bears 
A feather'd Dart, that ſeldom errs in Flight. 


Next march a Band of choice Apothecaries, 


Each arm'd with deadly Pill; a Regiment 
Of Surgeons terrible maintain the Rear, — 
All ready firſt to kill, and then diſſect. 

Fireb. My Lords you merit greatly of the * 
And Ignorance ſhall well repay your Deeds; 
For I foretel, that, by her Influence, 


Men ſhall be brought, (what ſcarce can be be- 
liev'd,) 


To bribe you with large Fees to their Undoing. 


Succeſs attend your glorious Enterprize z 
I'll go and beg it earneſt of the Sun: 


I, by my Office, am from Fight deharr'd, 
Bur I'll be with you ere the Booty's mar d. 


[ Exeunt Firebrand, "La and Phyſick. 

Fut. Now, Mr. Sneerwell, we ſhall begin my Third 

and laſt Act; and I believe IJ may defy all the Poets 

who have ever writ, or ever will write, to produce 
its Equal: It is, Sir, ſo cram'd with Drums and 


. Thunder and Lightning, Battles and 
| "8 Gholts, 
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Ghoſts, chat believe the Audience will want no 
Entertainment after 1 x. 1 Wir as fi * * Shew as Aer- 
in's Cave elf and for Rope - Dancing 


or Tumbling can come near it. * 55 begin. 


[4 Ridiculous March is play'd. : 


Enter Queen Ignorance, attended with Singers, Fidlers, 
Rope- Dancers, Ti umblers, &c. 


Q. bs Here fix our Standard what is this Place 


call'd? 
1ſt Atten. Great Madam, Covent: Garden is its 
Name. 
Q. In. Ha! then methinks we have ventured too 
far, 


Too near thoſe Theaters, where Common- Senſe | 
Maintains her Garriſons of mighty Force 


| Who, ſhould they ſally on us ere we're join'd 


By Law and Phyſice, may offend us much. 
[Drum beats within, _ 
But ha! what means this Drum? | 

1it Acten. It beats a Parly, not a Point of War: 


Enter e 


Harl. To you, Great Queen of Ignorance, 1 come 
Embaſſador from the two Theatres, 


Who both congratulate you on your Arrival ; 
And to convince you with what hearty Meaning 
They ſue for your Alliance, they have ſent 
Their choiceſt Treaſure here as Hoſtages, 
To be detain'd 'till you are well convinc'd, 
They're not leſs Foes to Common- Senſe than you. 
Q. In. Where are the Hoſtages ? 
Harl. Madam, I have brought 
A Catalogue, and all therein ſhall be 
Deliver'd to your Order; but conſider, 
Oh mighty Queen! they offer you their All; Ds 
: * 5 n 


ts 
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me 


And 


And gladly, the leaſt of theſe would give 
Their Poets and their Actors in Exchange. 
QIgu. Read the Catalogue. 


Harl. | Reads.) A tall Man, and a tall Woman, 
hired at a vaſt Price. 


A ſtrong Man exceeding dear. 


Two Dogs that walk on their hind Legs only, and 


perſonate human Creatures ſo well, they might 
be miſtaken for them. 


A human Creature that perſonates a Dog ſo well, that 


he might almoſt be taken for one. 
Two Human Cats. 


A moſt curious Set of Puppies. 


A Pair of Pidgeons. | 
A Set of Rope-Dancers and Tumblers from Sadler's- + 


Wells. 
Q. 1gn. Enough, enough; and is it poſſible 
That they can hold Alliance with my Friends 
Of Sadler's-Hells ? then are they Foes indeed 
To Common-Senſe, and Pm indebted to 'em. 
Take back their Hoſtages, for they may need 
. ks 
And take this Play, and bid 'em forthwith act it; 
There is not in it either Head or Tail. 
Harl. Madam, they will moſt gratefully receive it. 
The Character you give would recommend it, 
Tho' it had come from a leſs powerful Hand. 


Q. /gn. The Modiſ Couple is its Name; my ſelf 


Stood Goſſip to it, and J will ſupport 
This Play againſt the Town. | 

iſt. Atten. Madam, the Queen _ 
Of Common- Senſe advances with her Powers. 

Q. Ian. Draw up my Men; I'll meet her as I 


ought ; 


This Day ſhall end the long Diſpute! between us. 


* 
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Enter Queen Common-Senſe with a Drummer. | 


Fuſt. Hey Day! where s Common: . Senſe 8 Army? 

Promp. Sir, I have ſent all over the Town, and 
could not get one Soldier for her, except that poor 
Drummer who was lately turn'd out of an lriſh Re- 


giment. 


Drum. Upon my Shoul bur 1 have been a Drum- 
mer theſe Twenty Years, Maſter, and have ſeen no 
Wars yet; and I was willing to learn a little of my 
Trade before ] died. 

Fuſt. Huſh, Sirrah, don't you be witty z that 15 
not in your Part. 

Drum. I don't "LEP what is in my Part, Sir; 
but I deſire to have ſomething in it; for I have been 
tired of Doing a great while. 

Fuſt. Silence. 

Ac S. What is the Reaſon, 1 N that you 

ring 
Theſe hoſtile Arms into my peaceful Realm ? 
Q. Ign. To caſe your Subjects from that dire Op- 


preſſion 


| They groan beneath, which longer to ſupport 


Unable, they invited my Redreis. 
2 C. S. And can my Subjects then complain of 
Wrong? | 
Baſe and ungrateful! what is their Complaint? 
Q. Ian. They ſay you do impoſe a Tax of 
Thought 
Upon their Minds, which they're too weak to bear. 
C. S. Would'ſt thou from Thinking then ab- 
ſolve Mankind? | 
Q Ten. I wou'd, for Thinking only makes Men 
VPretched; 
And Happineſs is ſtill the Lot of Fools. 


Why ſhould a wiſe Man wiſh to. think, when 


Thought 
Still 


9 
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Still hurts his _ ? In ſpite of all his Art, 
Malicious Fortune, by a lucky Train 


Of Accidents, ſhall ſtill defeat his Schemes, 
And ſet the greateſt Blunderer above him. 
2 — I Urgeſt thou that againſt me, which thy 
ſelf 
Has been the wicked Cauſe of? Which thy — 


Thy Artifice, thy Favourites have done? 
Could Common- Senſe bear univerſal Sway, 


No Fool could ever poſſibly be great. | 
Q. In. What is this Folly, which you try to 
paint 


In Colours ſo deteſtable and black ? 


Is't not the general Gift of Fate to Men, 


And tho' ſome few may boaſt ſuperior Senſe, 


Are they nor call'd Odd Fellows by the reſt ? 


In any Science, if this Senſe. peep forth, 
Shew Men the Truth, and ſtrive to turn their Steps 
From Ways wherein their groſs Forefathers err'd, 


Is not the general Cry againſt them ſtraight ? 


' Sneer. This Jenorance, Mr. Fuſtian, ſeems to know 
a great deal. 


Fuſt. Yes, Sir, ſhe known what ſhe has ſeen ſo of- « | 
ten; but you find the miſtakes the-Exule, and Com 
won-Senſe can never beat it into her. 


Q. Ign. Senſe is the Parent ſtill of Fear; the Fox, 
Wiſe Beaſt, who knows the Treachery of Men, 
Flies their Society, and ſculks in Woods, 

While the poor Gooſe, in Happineſs and Eaſe, 
Fearleſs grows fat within its narrow Coop, 


And thinks the Hand that feeds it is its Friend. 


Then yield thee, Common- Senſe, nor raſhly dare 
'Try a vain Combar with ſuperior Force. 
9. C. F. Know, Queen, 1 never will give up che 
Cauſe 
Of all theſe Followers; when at the Head 
Of all theſe Heroes I reſign my Right, 8 
May my curit Name de blotted from the nn 
meer. 
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1 Sneer, Methinks Common: Senſe tho* ought to give 
i it up, when the has no more to defend it. =O 
1 Fuſt. It does indeed look à little odd at preſent; I 


but VI] ger her an Army ſtrong enough againſt it's 
e 4 hog 7 
Qn. Then thus I hurl Defiance at thy Head. 
Draw all your Swords. d ; 
9. C. S. And Gentlemen draw yours. 
In. Fall on, have at thy Heart. [A Fight. 
O. C. S. And have at thine. „„ 
Fu. Oh, fic upon't, fie upon't, I never ſaw a worſe 
Battle in all my Life upon any Stage. Pray, Gentle- 
men, come ſome of you over to the other fide. _ 
Seer. Theſe are Swiſs Soldiers I perceive, Mr. 
Fuſtian; they care not which fide they fight of. | 
Fuſt. Now begin _ you pleaſe, and fight 
away; pray fight as if you were in earneſt, Gentle- 
men. | They ſigbt.] Oons, Mr. Prompter, J fancy you 
hired theſe Soldiers out of the Train'd-Bands, they 
are afraid to fight even in jeſt. [ They fight again. 
There, there, pretty well; 1 think, Mr. Sncerzwell, we 
have made a ſhift to make out a good ſort of a Battle 
at laft. 25 3 5 
Seer. Indeed I cannot ſay I ever ſaw a better. — 
Fuft. You don't ſeem, Mr. Sneerwell, to relith this 
Battle greatly. „ | 
Sneer. I cannot profeſs my ſelf the greateſt Admi- 
rer of this Part of Tragedy; and l own my I- 
magination can better conceive the Idea of a Battle 
from a skilful Relation of it, than from ſuch a Repre- 
ſentation; for my Mind is not able to enlarge the 
Stage into a vaſt Plain, nor multiply half a Score into 
ſeveral T houſands. E 
Fut. Oh! your humble Servant; but if we write 
to pleaſe you, and half a dozen others, who will pay 
the Charges of the Houſe? Sir, if the Audience will 
be contented with a Battle or two, inſtead of all 
the Raree- fine Shows exhibited to them in what they 
call Entertainments. 7 Ser 


* 
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| Sneer. Pray, Mr. Fuſtian, how came they to give 
the Name of Entertainments to their Pantomimical 
Fare? ee ee > 

Fuft. Faith, Sir, out of their peculiar Modefty 
imimating that after the Audience have been tired 


J with the dull Works of Shakeſpear, Fohnſon, Vanbrugb, 


and others, they are to be entertain'd with one of 
theſe Pautomimes, of which the Maſter of the Play- 
Houſe, two or three Painters, and half a Score 
Dancing-Maſters are the Compilers: What theſe 
Entertainments are, I need not inform you who have 
ſeen 'em; bur I have often wond'red how it was poſ- 
fible for any Creature of human Underſtanding, af- 
ter having been diverted for three Hours with the 
Productions of a great Genius, to ſit for tkree more, 
and ſee a Set of People running about the Stage after 
one another, without ſpeaking. one Syllable, and 
playing ſeveral Juggling Tricks, which are done at 
Fawks's after a much better manner; and for this, 
Sir, the Town docs not only pay additional Prices, but 


loſe ſeveral fine Parts of their beſt Authors, which 


are cut our to make room for the ſaid Farces. 


ucer. It's very true, and I have heard a hundred 
ſay the ſame thing, who never fail'd being preſent at 


them. | | 

Fuſt. And while that happens they will force any 
Entertainment upon the Town they pleaſe, in ſpight 
of its Teeth. [GH of Common: Senle 7i/es.] Oons, 


and the Devil, Madam! What's the meaning of this? 


You have left ou: a Scene; was ever ſuch an Abſur- 


diry, as for you" waok to appear beiore you are 


kill'd. | 
| Ghoſt. J ask Pardon, Sir, in the Hurry of the Bat- 
tle I forgot to come and kill my felt. | 


Fuſt. Well, let me wipe the Flower off your Face 


then; and now if you pleaſe Rehearſe the Scene; 
take care 
tho'; for it would inevitably damn the Play, if you 
ihould. 


you don't make this Miſtake any more. 


60 


left. 


PAS GUN 


ſhould. Go to the Corner of the Scene, and come in 
as if you had loſt the Battle. * 


9. C. S. Behold the Ghoſt of Conmon-Senſe "5 
pears. | 
Fuſs. 'Sdeath, Madam, 1 tell you you are no 
Ghoſt, 
You are not kill'd. 
Q: C. S. Deſerted and forlorn, where ſhall I ay? 


| The Battle s loſt, and fo are all my F riends. | 


Enter a Poet. 
Poet. Madam, not ſo, ſtill have you one F riend 


9. C. S. Why, aus art thou? 
Poet. Madam, I am a Poet. 
9. C. S. Whoe'er thou arr, if 8 rt a Friend to 
Miſery, 
Know Common Senſe diſclaims thee. 
Poet. I have been damn'd 
Becauſe I was your Foe, and yet I ſtill 
Courted your Friendſhip with my utmoſt Arr. | 
©, C. S. Fool, thou wert damn'd becauſe thou 
didſt pretend 17385 
Thy ſelf my Friend; for hadſt thou boldly dar'd, 
Like Hurlothrombo, to deny me quite; 
Or like an Opera or Pantomime, | 
Profeſt the cauſe of Ignorance in publick, 
Thou might'ſt have met with thy deſir'd Succeſs 
But Men can't bear. even a Pretence to Me. 
Poet. Then take a Ticket for my Benefit Night. 
9, C. = I will do more, for Common- Senſe will 
7 
Quite from your Houſe, ſo may you not be damn'd. 
Poet. Ha! Say'ſt thou? By my Soul a better Play 
Ne'er came upon a Stage; but ſince you dare 
Contemn me thus, I'll dedicate my _ 
To Ignorance, and call her Common. Senſe. 


Yes, 


riend 


d to 


ren 1 will areſs her i in 3 EW 1 FIR 


Which I his faithful Meſſenger deliver. 


That Ignorance knows more than all the World. | Exit. | 
Enter Fre 


Fireb. Thanks to the Sun for this efird Encoun- 
ter. | "0 
O. C. S. Oh! Prieſt, all's loſt ; our Forces are 
o'erthrown, | Il 
Some gaſping lie, but moſt are run away. 
Fireb. 1 knew it all before, and told you too 
The Sun has long been out of Humour with you. 
9, C. S. Doſt thou then lay upon the Sun 1 
Faults | 
Of all thoſe Cowards, who forſook my Cauſe? * 
Fireb. Thoſe Cowards all were moſt Religious Men, 
And I beſeech the Sun to ſhine upon them. 
O. C. S. Oh e and dar'ſt thou to my 


Face? 
Fireb. Yes 1 dar more the Sun preſents you 
= ( | Stabs her. 


©, C. S. Oh! Traytor, thou haſt murder'd Com- 
| mon-Senſe. 
Farewel vain World ! to int give thee, - 
Her leaden Sceptre ſhall henceforward rule. 
Now, Prieſt, indulge thy wild ambitious Thoughts; 
Men ſhall embrace thy Schemes, 240 "till, 1 haſt 

drawn 

All Worſhip from the Sun urn tha elk: | 
Henceforth all things ſhall topſy turvy turn; : 
Phyſick ſhall kill, and Law enſlave the World: 
Cits ſhall turn Reaus, and taſte 7talian Songs, 
While Courtiers are.Stock-jobbing in the City. 
Places, requiring Learning and great Parts, 
Henceforth ſhall all be huſled in a Hat, 


And drawn 2] Men deficient in them both. ; 
Stateſmen om but Oh! cold Death will let me 
7 No 


„ 
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Her Lofs with Tears, praiſe her with all my Art; 
Good Ignorance will ſtill believe it all. [ Exit, 


would willingly part with any thing elſe but thoſe I 


With which ſhe did the Deed. 


| — — 
— . th nee 
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No more and you muſt gueſs & tbeitbra. FD. 

Hreb. She's gone, but ha! It may beſeem me ill 
T'appear her Murderer; Þll therefore la 
This Dagger by her Side, and that will be 
Sufficient Evidence, with a little Money, 
To make the Coroner's Inqueſt find Self- Murder. 
II preach her Funeral Sermon, and deplore 


Enter Queen Ignorance, &c. 


Q. n. Beat a Retreat, the Day is now our own, | 
The Powers of Common-Sen/e are all deſtroy'd : 
Thoſe that remain are fled away with her. 
I with, Mr. Fuſtian, this Speech be Common-Senſt. 

Fneer. How the Devil ſhould it, when ſhe's dead? 
Fuji. One would think ſo, when a Cavil is made 
againſt the beſt thing in the whole Play; and I 


* 
- 


two Lines. . f 3 
Harl. Behold! where welt' ring in her Blood ſſie lies | 
T wiſh, Sir, you would cut out that Line, or alter it 
if you pleaſe. ER ” 
Fuſt. That's another Line that I won't part with; 
I would conſent to cut out any thing, bur rhe cHitf 
Beauties of my Play. i e 
Harl. Behold the bloody Dagger by her Side, 


Q. In. Twas nobly done. 
I envy her her Exit, and will pay | 30 
All Honoars to her Duſt, — bear hence her Body, 
And let her lie in State in Goodmay's-Fitlth. | 


| Enter Meſſenger. 
Ale. Madam, I come an Envoy from Crante-Cour?, 
The great Society that there afſemble . _ 
Congratulate 


A moſt propitious Queen 


Conf AE Wo e . Yo! 1 requ Fog 5 2 
That firm Alliance hencetorth may abi 1K 
Between your Majeſty's Society ' ' 5 
Of Grubſtreet and A They rather be 
That they, may. be united both in nm 
They alfo hope your Majeſty's Acceptance WE 
Of certain Curiofities, which 1 ini . 
That Hamper are contain d; wherein you ou'll 40 
A Horſe's Tail, which has a :Huvdred Hair 
More than are uſual in't; and a Tooth | 
Of Elephant, full half an Inch too long; 
With Turn- pike Ticket like an ancient Coin. 
Q. Ian. We gratefully accept their bountecus Giftes 
And order they be kept with proper arr wg 
Till we do build a Place moſt fit to hold 
Theſe precious Toys: Tell your Society 
We ever did eſteem them of great Worth, Ih 
And our firm Friends: And tell 'em ' tis our Pleaſure 
They do prepare to dance Jig before us. 
3? Exit . 
My Lords of La and Phyſict,c you ſhall find 
will not be u +” rs for your Service: 
To you, good Harlequin, and your Allies, 
Pay you, Squeekaronelly, [ will be ; 
But ha! 


[Muſick under the Stage. 
What hideous Muſick, or what Yell is this? | 


Sure 'tis the Ghoſt. of ſome poor Opera Tune. 
Sneer. The Ghoſt of a Tune, Mr. Fuſtian ? | 
Fuſt. Ay, Sir, did you never hear one before? I had 

once a Mind to have brought the Apparition of Mu- 

ſick in Perſon upon the Stage, in the Shape of an En- 

g/i/þ Opera. Come, Mr. Ghoſt of the Tune, if you pleaſe 

to appear in the Sound of ſoft Muſick, and ler the 

Ghoſt of Common- Senſe riſe to it. A, 

 _[@boſt ff Common-Senſe riſes to ſoft Mf. | 
Glo. Behold the Ghoſt of Common- _— app ars. 


Cairiffs 


— — — —ê— — 


eren 


n or 1 will 1 Ws 5 


And clean the Land from ſuch infernal Vermiü 5 
Q. u. A Ghoſt ! a Ghoſt! a Ghoſt! haſte, ſcam- 
per off my Friends; we have kill'd the Body, and 1 


know the Ghoſt will have no Mercy upon us. 


Omn. A Ghoſt! a Ghoſt! a Ghoſt! [Kun off. 
Ghoſt. The Coaſt is clear, and to her native Realms 
Pale Ignorance with all her Hoſt is fled; 
Whence ſhe will never dare invade us more: 


Here, tho' a Ghoſt, I will my Power maintain, 


And all the Friends of Ignorance ſhall find, 

My Ghoſt, at leaſt, they cannot baniſh hence. 

And all henceforth, who murder Common=-Senſe, 

Learn from theſe Scenes that tho Succeſs you boaſt, 

You ſhall at laſt be haunted with her Ghoſt. . 
Sneer. I am glad you make Common- Senſe get the 

better at laſt; I was under terrible Apprehenſions for 

your Moral. | 
Fuſt. Faith, Sir, this i is almoſt the only Play where 


| ſhe: has got the better lately. But now for my Epi- 


logue, if 2 12772 to begin, Madam. 


— 2. * 8 * 866 — ont ? 
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Ghoſt. ＋ H E Play once done, the Epilogue, by Rate 


Should come and turn it all to Ridicule 

Should tell the Ladies that the Tragic-Bards, 

Mbo prate of Virtue and ber vaſt Rewards, 

Are all in Feſt, and only Fools ſhould beed em; 

For all wiſe. Women flock to Mother Needham. 
This is the Method Epilogues purſue, 

But we to- Night in every thing are new. 

Our Author then in Feſt thro out the Play, 


Nou begs a ſerious Word or two to ſay. 


Let all that boaſt your Favour have pretence, 
If nat to ſparkling Wit, at leaſt to Senſe. 
With ſoft Italian Notes indulge your Ear, 
But let thoſe Singers, who are bought ſo dear, 
Learn to be civil for their Cheer at leaſt; 
Nor uſe like Beggars thoſe who give the Feaſt. 
And tho while Muſick for her ſelf may carve, 


Baniſh all Childiſh Entertainments bence 3 I 


Poor Poetry, her Sifter- Art, muſt ſtarve ; : 
Starve her, at leuſt, with Shew of Approbation, 


Nor ſlight ber, while you ſearch the whole Creation, 
For all the Tumbling- Scum of every Nation. 

Can the whole World in Science match our Soil? 
Have they a Locke, a Newton, or 2 Boyle? 
Or dare the greateſi Genius of their Stage, 


With Shakeſpear, or immortal Ben engage? 


Content with Nature's Bounty, do not crave 


The little which to other Lands ſhe gave; 


Nor, like the Cock, a Barley- Corn breſer 
To all the Jewels which you owe 10 ber, 
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„ PRE SE NT 25 35 and“ 
Ladies a: BOARDING-SCHOOLS, c. 0 only | 
as @ great Inducement to their learning the French Language, 
but likewiſe the moſt Chaſte, Moral, and Diverting Amule- 
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ment 20 employ their Leiſure Hors) © 
. A SELECT COLLECTION of MO LIERE's 
COMEDIES, Ferch and Engliſp, in EIGHT POCKET 
VOLUMES, neatly Printed on a Fine Paper, with a Curious 
Frontiſpiece to each Comedy. To which is prefix'd a Curious 
PRINT of the AUTHOR, and his LIFE in French 


„ and Engliſh; Extracted from 'Monfieur Bayle, Rapin, &c. 
1 Sold by V. Feales, at Rowe's Head the Corner of Eſſex Street 
1 r 
1 N. B. The Tranſlation is entirely New, and was Under- 
1 taken by ſeveral Gentlemen, who alt join'd and conſulted to- 
„ gether about every Part of it; in which particular Care has been 


had to keep as cloſe as poſſible to the Original, and obſerve 
the very Words of the Author as well as the Senſe, ſo far as 
was conſiſtent with the Freedom and Spirit of the Dialogue, in 
order to make it more ſerviceable to thoſe of our own Nation, 


who deſire an Acquaintance with the Language or Genius of 
their Neighbours; and likewiſe to Foreigners who may have 
the ſame Inclination with reſpe& to Us. S 
Curiouſiy Printed in SIX POCKET VOLUMES. 
The MUSICAL MISCELLANY : Being a Col- 
lection of CHOICE SONGS and LYRICK EMS. 
Set to MUSICK by the moſt Eminent MASTERS, 
(with the BASSES to each Tune, and T ranſpos'd for the 
FLUTE) viz. En 5 
Mr. Attilio. Mr. Geminiani. Mr. D. Purcell. 
Mr. Barret. Mr. Gough. Mr. H. Purcell. 
„ Mr. Betts. Mr. Grano. Mr. Ramondon. 
N Mr. Bononcini. Mr. Graves. Mr. Ravenſcraft. 
114% Mr. Bradley. Dr. Green. Mr. David Rizzio. 
o Mr. Brailstford. Mr. Handel. Mr. Seed 
„ Mr. Burgeſs. Mr. Haym. Mr. J. Sheeles. 
3 i Mr. Carey. 5 Mr. Holmes. J 
| LURE Mr. Charke. Mr. Holcomb. Mr. Vincent. 
„ Mr. Cole. Mr. Leveridge, ' Mr. Webber. 
. Dr. Croſt. Mr. Monro, Mr. Weldon. 
1 Mr. Dieupart. Dr. Pepuſch. Mr. Whichello. 
Wy Mr. Flemming. Mr. Potter. Mr. Auth. Young. 
1 Mr. Galliard. | ak 


Sold by J. 0:borne at the Golden Ball in Pater-N» er Rom. 
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TONES lately Publiſh'd,- and Sold by J. Ochorne 


. At the Golden-Ball . in F ater-nofter-Row. 3 


In TWELVES. 


HE VOYAGES, TRAVELS and ADVEN-. 
TURES of WILLIAM OWEN GHIN VAUGHAN, 
Eſq; With the Hiſtory of his Brother FONATAHA N- 
VAUGHAN, Six Years a Slave in Taxis. Intermix'd with 
the Hiſtories of Clerimont, Maria, Eleanora, and Others. TO. 


The VOYAGES and ADVENTURES of CAP- _. 
TAIN . ROBERT BOYLE, in ſeveral Parts of the . 
Intermix'd with the Story of Mrs. Villars, an Engliſh- 
Lady with whom he made his ſurpriſing Eſcape from Barbary ; _ 
The Hiſtory of an Italian Captive ; and the Life of Don Pedro 
Aquilio, &c. Full of various and amazing Turns of Fortune. 
To which is added, The Voyage, Shipwreck, and Miraculous 
Preſervation of Richard Caſtelman; Gent. With a Deſcription” 
of the City of Philadelphia, and the Country of Penh lvania. 
The Second Edition. N — 


The WORKS of ANACRE ON, tranſlated into 
Engliſh Verſe; with NOTES Explanatory and Poetical. To 
which are added the Odes, Fragments and Epigrams of 
SAP P HO. By Mr. ADDISON. ; Dk ole, 
| Nec fr quid olim luſit Anacreon, 

Delevit ætas. Spirat adbuc amor, 
Vivuntque commiſſi calores 


Toliæ fidibus puellæ. Han CER 


The TRAVELS and ADVENTURES of the Sieur 
JACQUES MASSE, Written Originally in French by 
Montieur BATTLE, Being a very entertaining Aceount of his 
Arrival in an unknown Country in Terra Auſtralis, after having 
ſutter'd two Shipwrecks' ; Of the ſtrange Manners and Cuſtoms 
of the People : Of his curious Converſations with the Prieſts, 
Judges, and with the KING himſelf, on the Subjects of Re- 
ligion, Trade, and almoſt all the Arts and Sciences: Of his. 


Paſſage from the Southern Countries ro Goa, where he was 


impriſon'd in the Inquiſition : Of his being taken by Pirates in 
his Voyage from thence to Lisbon; and of his Ranſom trom 
dlavery, and Arrival at Loudon : Beſides many other molt di- 
rerting Incidents, which are very agreeably interſpers'd in the 
Narrative, 8 5 


LETTERS of ABEL ARD and HELOISE. To 


1 which is prefix'd a particular Account of their Lives, Amours, 
q and Misfortunes, extracted chiefly from Monſieur BATTLE. 


k — from the French, by the late HN HUGHES, . 
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be FRAGEDY cf AR A. 4 it is Abel a6 the rec ge 
Dnny-Lane, by His Majeſty's Servants. By Aaron Hill, Eſq; Printed 
J. Watts at the Printing-Office ia wild Court near piocolu- 3-Inn Fields; and! 
_ Sold by the Bookſellers borh of Town and'Countty. Of whom _ be had! 
RN 5 lately 1 Publityd, the following Jv 
17 co ES, TRAGEDIES, ad OrE RA'S, . 4 
0 | Offered | 


* The Man of Taſte. The keen. 
1 b The Mother- 1 or the Doctot the The Modiſh couple. = 
INDiſdaſe, ©: - N 4 Don Quixote in England. 
bl The Humours of Oxford. I The Whim; an The Miſer's 
[ þ © The latriguing Chambermaid, A Co- | A Farce. 
| 5 medy. With ab EPISTLE from the The Lover. | 
| ö vi . Author to Mrs, CLIVx. { The Coffee a relies i 
Jo EZ: The Corniſh Squire, By Sir John van- | The Juſtice caught in his o 
. | _ brugh, dir. Walch, and Mr. Cangreve. | The Temple Beau. 
JL Timon in Love; or, The Innocent | The Diſſembled Wanton . or, yi 0 
1 Theft. A Comedy. Taken ftom tet Money. w_— 
Thimon Mifanthrope of rhe Sieur | Love in ſeveral Maſyues. bo 
15 de Liſfe. The Author's Farce ; and, The Hh 
. The Provok'd Hutbands « 9755 A Jour ; ſures of the Toon. _ 
„ ney % Loadop. , ; - :::/: 4 y The Widow bewitch'd. 4134 
The Miſer. g i The Letter - Writers; of, 2 New N 
1 | The Modern Husband. | | to keep a Wife at Home. as 
: The Univerfal Gallant ;" or, The Dif- The Ole Rs > on o 7 
| ferent Rusbands, „ = 


„%%% ͤ ðòxV́ĩßt: . rAAd EDI ES. C4 | = 
Cxlia; or, The Perjur' d Lover. A Trae } \ Lovers. . 7 + . tt 
Tragical Story in Common Life, and | The Virgin Queen. i 
the incidents very Natural and Mov- | The Fate of Villany. | 


ing. e Scanderbeg. "x" = 
Periander, King of Corinth. The Tragedy of Tragedies; or, 1 
Timolcon. Life and Death of Fart 
The Fatal 11 - |: Great. + *: - 


f Double Falſhood; or, The Diſtreſt The Doben-Gabden Tragedy. [4 
_ OPERAS withthe MUSICK, | 


| The Beggar's Opera. | The Jovial Crew. | 
| The Tanes to the Songs in the Beg. Silvia; or, The Country Burial, 
- gar*s Opera. | The Opera of Opetas. 1 1 
Et ot Achilles. | Love in a Riddle. 
WF, | An Old Man taught Wiſdom or, The The Village Opera. w og 


Virgin e d. 


The Lover's Obers. a 
Frick for Trick. 


Momus turn'd Fabuliſt; or, vac 


The Plot, or Pill and Drop. ELF Wedding. 
0 | Merlin; ot, The Devil of Stone-Henge. The Faſhionable Lady; 3 or, nee 
1 The Livery Rake, and Country Lais. J Opeta. | 
BY | The Boarding-Schaol, | Pat: eandPeggy; or, The Fair round, | 
The Devi! to Pay; z Or, The Wives e · The Lover his own Rival. 1 
tumorphos'd. Pamon and Phillida. 5 5 
The Merry Cobler; or, The Sep The Chambei- Maid. 3 
Patt of the Devil te Pay. be Quaker's Opera. 
11 The Mock Door; or, The Dumb Robin Hood. e 
IN Lady Cur'd ; The Generous Eres-MMaſos 3 A. , The 
11 The Highlaud- Fair; or Union of the Conſtant Lady. 
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